I think, Dr. Railly, you've given the alarmists a bad name...surely there's very real and very 
convincing data that the planet cannot survive the excesses of the human race. Proliferation of 
atomic devices...uncontrolled breeding habits...pollution of land, sea and air, the rape of the 
environment...in this context isn't it obvious that Chicken Little represents the sane vision, and that 
homo sapiens' motto—"let's go shopping"—is the cry of the true lunatic? 

—Dr. Peters, "12Monkeys" 



22 THINGS YOU CAN DO 

(even though it's all over) 
by Brother Ronnie 

1. First, insist on recognizing the reality for what it is. 
When appropriate, scream at the top of your lungs: It's all over. 

Don't be put off by those who say we have a certain number of 
years to turn it around. Insist that environmental writers begin 
by saying things like: when there are no more rainforests, 
roadless areas, etc. Note that rhetoric is important and that we 
must begin to reflect reality in ours. 

2. Think about the concept of wealth, and ask yourself: isn't 
all wealth fundamentally based on food? As someone once said, you 
can't eat diamonds. Then think of the topsoil and arable land 
that we are losing every year to development, human encroachment 
and mismanagement. Think about the fact that very soon (less than 
20 years) China's grain needs will outstrip the capabilities of 
all exporting nations, and then imagine the security implications 
of such food needs in a country still adding 14 million people a 
year. 

3. Smile when people like Julian Symons say that there is no 
limit to the number of humans that the earth can hold: that even 
20 billion would be fine or even advantageous. Just think of the 
size of your dinner table and how many people can comfortably sit 
around it. Then ask yourself: what would you have to do to 
accommodate X number more? 

4. Think of the 5.8 billion humans alive today and play 
Ronnie's parlor game where you are asked to come up with the 
highest number of humans our earth will ever allow to exist at the 
same time. Note Ronnie's guess of 6.8 billion, in less than 13 
years, and then ask: what are the features of a world that has 
stopped adding humans? Bet your friend $1 that the NYC subways 
will not be running in 20 years, and reflect that your buck is 
safe. 

5. Recognize that both Malthus and Marx were right. Malthus 
was right in saying that food supplies would not keep up with 
population growth, and that nature would deal harshly with the 
extra people. Marx was also right: class warfare has always been 
integral to overpopulation, in every society in every age. The 
powerful always combine against the weak and the weak rarely win. 

The Clinton-Gingrich government is all but openly saying: we're 
warring on the poor to maintain the lifestyles of the rich. 

6. Every time you hear in the media about the prospects for 
peace in any hot spot: the Middle East, South Africa, the 
Philippines, or anywhere else, ask yourself: is the population of 
that region getting any smaller? 

7. Think of the world's leaders, and see if you can imagine 
future leaders any better than the ones we have now. Reflect on 
where our leaders come from and who they represent. See if you 
can find even one who is not in the pocket of the privileged. 

8. Think about the world's rainforests and the rate at which 
we're losing them, and ask yourself: how much longer than the 
rainforests is civilization as we know it going to survive? 

9. Continue the struggle for justice. Save as many trees. 



wetlands, wildlife and roadless areas as you can for as long as 
you can. 

10. Recognize that the only purpose of sex should be human 
amusement and diversion, and that much of the anti-abortion 
forces' energy comes from their desire to make us pay for our 
pleasure with the guilt and burden of raising children. Recognize 
that such anti-abortion figures as Jesse Helms, Robert Dornan and 
the Pope are sex-obsessed scoundrels, intent on punishing the rest 
of us for any tiny pleasure we manage to extract from life. 
Notice how they make a point of ending their responsibility if the 
children they enforce on us are born poor. 

11. Recognize that having a child is the height of 
selfishness and irresponsibility. Give dirty looks to all those 
obviously pregnant women you see. Isolate them. Make them feel 
that they are committing a crime. Offer them counseling, advice 
and abortion services. Recognize how cute little kids can be and 
that it is precisely their charm which is our great danger. 
Understand that a big attraction of children is that people often 
find no purpose in life without having them. 

12. Recognize that abortion should not only be legal but 
encouraged. Begin a campaign to reward women who choose abortion. 

Make them feel that they've made a positive contribution to 
society, and reward their partners as well. Make men proud of 
encouraging their partner to have an abortion rather than bringing 
the fetus to term. Remind everyone that one less mouth to feed 
can save many trees and much other life, including mountains and 
flowers. 

13. Struggle to shift the defense budget to an earth cleanup 
budget. Understand that a proper budget for earth cleanup is more 
than ten times what we spend on defense. 

14. Work to end the production of all nuclear material and 
pesticides and other poisons immediately. Recognize that our 
seemingly endless supply of these toxins, some with half-lives of 
many tens of thousands of years is dramatic evidence of the path 
of destruction that we're on. 

15. Beware of joining the elite in order to secure your place 
on a shrinking raft: this is human nature. Most will do what they 
must to survive, unless they choose self-sacrifice. Remember that 
by opting out you will save resources. Suicide is a good thing! 
Human life isn't valuable--there's too much of it already. Human 
suffering however is painful, often leads to loss of biodiversity, 
and should be avoided whenever possible. Making way for other 
life and other species including rocks and mountains is the 
highest good we can choose. 

16. Recognize the genius of Dr. Kevorkian and his monumental 
bravery. Do everything you can to support him. Sidestep the 
negative PR about him and try to get a tape of one of his 
speeches: he's a charismatic, brilliant and persuasive speaker. 
(See if you can get his talk to the National Press Club in July 
96.) When people spout nonsense about the "slippery slope," 
remind them that when Hitler tried to kill the infirm, disabled 
and mentally deficient, he had to resort to a secret program, and 
in spite of the secrecy, word got out and he was forced to stop 
the program in the face of stiff protests. Also remind them that 



one of Hitler's first acts when he took over in 1933 was to ban 
all abortions: an act consistent with his intentions of imposing 
maximum suffering on as many as possible. 

17. End ALL incentives for having children including tax 
deductions, family leave, and hospital benefits. Institute a 
draconian yearly tax on all children. Institute a propaganda 
campaign to convince people that having children is far worse than 
smoking. 

18. Every time you hear positive economic indicators in the 
media, groan and recognize the price the earth is paying for each 
of these. 

19. Look at that walkman hanging from your waist. Think of 
its predecessors and its followers. Think of the three TVs in 
your home and the two VCRs, the desktop computer and the laptop 
and think (but don't tell anybody) of how many preceded it. 

20. Recognize that humanity will never engage in meaningful 
space travel (and the larger issue that there is no technological 
fix in the face of rising human numbers) . Even Carl Sagan has 
admitted that it will take us seven or eight hundred years to 
build the technology to travel to another solar system because the 
distances are so vast. Ask wise people this question: what will 
we live on till then as topsoil and arable land are lost at a 
prodigious rate. Then reflect that well before the last acre of 
arable land is lost, there will be an increase in tensions and 
conflict over who will control it. 

21. Think about your air conditioner this hot summer. Think 
of the energy it takes to run it and where that energy is coming 
from. Think about those who don't have access to it and what you 
would have to sacrifice to enable them such access. Think about 
the heat you are dissipating into the atmosphere every minute you 
run your AC. 

22. Think about what life might be like if we could by some 
magic suddenly stop at our present 5.8 billion and begin a slow 
but regular decline. Think of the forests and open areas we might 
save. Think of the clean water and the salmon that might come 
back, and the whales. 



22 THINGS YOU CAN DO 

(even though it's all over) 
by Brother Ronnie 

1. First, insist on recognizing the reality for what it is. When 
appropriate, scream at the top of your lungs: It's all over. 
Don't be put off by those who say we have a certain number of 
years to turn it around. Insist that environmental writers begin 
by saying things like: when there are no more rainforests, 
roadless areas, etc. Note that rhetoric is important and that we 
must begin to reflect reality in ours. 

2. Think about the concept of wealth, and ask yourself if all 
wealth must not in the end be fundamentally based on food. As 
someone once said: you can't eat diamonds. Then think of the 
topsoil and arable land that we are losing every year to 
development and to human encroachment and mismanagement. Think 
about the fact that very soon (less than 20 years) China's grain 
needs will outstrip the capabilities of all exporting nations, and 
then imagine the security implications of such food needs in a 
country still adding about 14 million people a year. Juxtapose 
that with the ramifications of Clinton's 1996 Welfare REFORM bill, 
and the added pressure such legislation places on soup kitchens; 
by the fall of 1996 thousands of people are being turned away from 
NYC's soup kitchens every day. 

3. Smile when people like Julian Symons say that there is no limit 
to the number of humans that the earth can hold: that even 2 0 
billion would be fine or even advantageous. Just think of the 
size of your dinner table and how many people can comfortably sit 
around it. Then ask yourself: what would you have to do to 
accommodate X number more? 

4. Think in terms of how much time we have left as an advancing, 
progressive civilization capable of achievements in the arts and 
sciences. Think of the 5.8 billion humans alive today and play 
Ronnie's parlor game where you are asked to come up with the 
highest number of humans our earth will ever allow to exist at the 
same time. Note Ronnie's guess of 6.8 billion and do the 
arithmetic. If we're adding 80 million a year and we will add at 
most only a billion more, then that means that we have less than 
13 years to keep adding. And then think: what are the features of 
a world that has stopped adding humans? Bet your friend $1 that 
the NYC subways will not be running in 20 years, and reflect that 
your buck is safe. 

5. Recognize that both Malthus and Marx were right. Malthus was 
right in saying that misery would always be part of human society 
because food supplies would not keep up with population growth and 
so nature will deal harshly with the extra people. Marx was also 
right: class warfare has always been integral to overpopulation, 
in every society in every age. The powerful always combine 
against the weak and the weak rarely win. The Clinton-Gingrich 
government is all but openly saying: we're warring on the poor to 



maintain the lifestyles of the rich. At the same time our Supreme 
Court makes a similar contribution by reversing many of our 
earlier attempts to share some of our wealth with the less 
privileged. 

6. Every time you hear in the media about the prospects for peace 
in any hot spot: the Middle East, South Africa, the Philippines, 
or anywhere else, ask yourself: is the population of that region 
getting any smaller? Ask yourself what is going to happen when 
Nelson Mandela dies, and watch the continuing collapse of much of 
the rest of Africa, the rising tensions in the Far East with China 
and her neighbors, India's refusal to sign the Nuclear Test Ban 
Treaty, her continuing disintegration and her rising tensions with 
Pakistan, the plunge of the Mexican economy and similar Central 
American basket cases and the resulting consequences for North 
America. Then note the security consequences of rising human 
numbers and corresponding declines in per capita wealth. 

7. Think of the world's leaders, and see if you can imagine future 
leaders any better than the ones we have now. Reflect on where 
our leaders come from and who they represent. See if you can find 
even one who is not in the pocket of the privileged. 

8. Think about the world's rainforests and the rate at which we're 
losing them, and ask yourself: how much longer than the 
rainforests is civilization as we know it going to survive? 

9. Continue the struggle for justice. Save as many trees, 
wetlands, wildlife and roadless areas as you can for as long as 
you can. 

10. Recognizing that there are too many of us entails recognizing 
the importance of family planning, and at the very least helping 
those who prefer not to have children choose not to do so. 
Recognize that the only purpose of sex should be human amusement 
and diversion; that much of the anti-abortion forces' energy comes 
from their desire to make us pay for our pleasure with the guilt 
and burden of raising children. Recognize that such anti-abortion 
figures as Jesse Helms, Robert Dornan and the Pope are sex- 
obsessed scoundrels, intent on punishing the rest of us for any 
tiny pleasure we manage to extract from life; notice how they make 
a point of ending their responsibility if the children they 
enforce on us are born poor. 

11. Recognize that having a child is the height of selfishness and 
irresponsibility. Give dirty looks to all those obviously 
pregnant women you see. Isolate them. Make them feel that they 
are committing a crime. Offer them counseling, advice and 
abortion services. Recognize how cute little kids can be and that 
it is precisely their charm which is our great danger. Understand 
that a big attraction of children is that people often find no 
purpose in life without having them. 


12. Recognize that abortion should not only be legal but 



encouraged. Begin a campaign to reward women who choose abortion. 

Make them feel that they've made a positive contribution to 
society, and reward their partners as well. Make men proud of 
encouraging their partner to have an abortion rather than bringing 
the fetus to term. Remind everyone that one less mouth to feed 
can save many trees and much other life, including mountains and 
flowers. 

13. Struggle to shift the defense budget to an earth cleanup 
budget. Understand that a proper budget for earth cleanup is more 
than ten times what we spend on defense. Fund think tanks to 
study how to prevent the despoliation of the earth from nuclear 
wastes and other toxins in the event of a sudden end to human 
life, or the removal of the proper authorities to care for these 
wastes, as we see today in the former Soviet Union. 

14. Work to end the production of all nuclear material and 
pesticides and other poisons immediately. Recognize that our 
seemingly endless supply of these toxins, some with half-lives of 
many tens of thousands of years is dramatic evidence of the path 
of destruction that we're on. 

15. Beware of joining the elite in order to secure your place on a 
shrinking raft. This is human nature. Most will do what they 
must to survive unless they choose sacrifice and opt out. 
Remember that by opting out you will save resources. Suicide is a 
good thing! Human life isn't valuable--there's too much of it 
already. Human suffering however is painful, often leads to loss 
of biodiversity, and should be avoided whenever possible. Making 
way for other life and other species including rocks and mountains 
is the highest good we can choose. 

16. Recognize the genius of Dr. Kevorkian and his monumental 
bravery. Do everything you can to support him. Sidestep the 
negative PR about him and try to get a tape of one of his 
speeches: he's a charismatic, brilliant and persuasive speaker. 
(See if you can get his talk to the National Press Club in July 
96.) When people spout nonsense about the slippery slope, remind 
them that when Hitler tried to kill the infirm, disabled and 
mentally deficient, he had to resort to a secret program, and in 
spite of the secrecy, word got out and he was forced to stop the 
program in the face of stiff protests. Also remind them that one 
of Hitler's first acts when he took over in 1933 was to ban all 
abortions: an act consistent with his intentions of imposing 
maximum suffering on as many as possible. 

17. End ALL incentives for having children including tax 
deductions, family leave, and hospital benefits. Institute a 
draconian yearly tax on all children. Institute a propaganda 
campaign to convince people that having children is far worse than 
smoking. 

18. Every time you hear positive economic indicators in the media 
such as new housing starts, high car production figures, etc.. 



groan and recognize the price the earth is paying for each of 
these. 

19. Look at that walkman hanging from your waist. Think of its 
predecessors and its followers. Think of the three TVs in your 
home and the two VCRs, the desktop computer and the laptop and 
think (but don't tell anybody) of how many preceded it. 

20. Recognize that humanity will never engage in meaningful space 
travel (and the larger issue that there is no technological fix in 
the face of rising human numbers) . Even Carl Sagan has admitted 
that it will take us seven or eight hundred years to build the 
technology to travel to another solar system because the distances 
are so vast. Ask wise people this question: what will we live on 
till then as topsoil and arable land are lost at a prodigious 
rate. Then reflect that well before the last acre of arable land 
is lost, there will be an increase in tensions and possibly 
conflict over who will control it. 

21. Think about your air conditioner this hot summer. Think of 
the energy it takes to run it and where that energy is coming 
from. Think about those who don't have access to it and what you 
would have to sacrifice to enable them such access. Think about 
the heat you are disbursing into the atmosphere every minute you 
run your AC. 

22. Think about what life might be like if we could by some magic 
suddenly stop at our present 5.8 billion and begin a slow but 
regular decline. Think of the forests and open areas we might 
save. Think of the clean water and the salmon that might come 
back, and the whales. 


THE END 



ABORTION AS A SACRED RITE 

by Nevada Kerr 


Abortion is a sacred rite that has been performed by women for 
centuries. The midwife, healer, shaman or witch is the holy 
abortionist. She has been hounded by Christians for millennia. 
It is time for this witch-hunt to end! With the help of the holy 
abortionist, in the form of the death goddess, the crone, or the 
medusa, we will overcome this new onslaught by the Christian 
fanatics. Century after century these zealots try to impose their 
feeble morality on women. They claim that god has sovereign power 
over issues of life and death. This is far from the truth. Women 
as the goddess incarnate in all her forms and in particular in the 
shape of the hag, shrew, or fury who devours life in her gaping 
mouth with her sharp fangs, has sovereign power over issues of 
life and death. Let us not forget that when she decides her 
children are fated to die, so be it! She is the mother of 
necessity. She is the groomless bride who traverses the bridge 
between the worlds and carries the souls of aborted children to 
the other side. Like Lilith, she mercifully robs them of their 
breath. We are all on loan here and the death goddess must 
protect her own interests! No one can argue with the whirlwind 
who sweeps the doomed away! Her word is law! Today we hope to 
invoke the wisdom and justice of the sacred abortionist, and in 
defense of women we scoff at these hysterical Christians! All 
hope for an overpopulated planet is born in the darkness of her 
lethal grasp! Praise loudly the victorious destroyer of unwanted 
and unneeded children! She who has the right of jurisdiction owns 
the souls of this earthly tribe! You may shudder, shake, and 
tremble! These are appropriate responses. Fear, awe, dread, and 
reverence are what the death mother has come to expect! With 
sickle in hand, she seizes the sated and weary souls of the 
damned! These Christians here today only make her job more 
difficult than it needs to be. Like a goblin-mother, she who 
suckles the stillborn babe also comforts the mad and possessed. 
Beloved and misguided christians--know that you are vigilantly 
watched over by the ever-present destroyer who will someday swoop 
down upon you and gracefully carry you away! The nature of 
desire, the truth of life itself has always been death--the all- 
seeing one who demands responsibility from those who procreate and 
overpopulate this overburdened planet. Do not misunderstand! She 
means to do harm! You can invoke your insane and giddy god all 
day long. It will do no good. He has no power here! She who 
whets your appetite with sexual pleasures also whets the knife. 
She grasps, binds, and enthralls! The holy abortionist only 
summons those who are deserving of the call! She is free from 
imperfection! Like husks removed from grain, the unborn are hers! 

She marks her territory, a boundary these Christians here today 
have crossed over. These misguided Christians think they can 
strike a bargain with the grave, shriek at the whirlwind, bellow 
and screech at the all-devouring one. The fearful one, the holy 
abortionist is deaf to their pleading and will win in the end! 



A woman shall not wear anything that pertains to man, nor shall a 
man wear a woman's garment; for whoever does these things is an 
abomination to the lord. (Deuteronomy 22:5) 

ASK CHRISSY 

The CoE has as part of its guiding principles a fondness for this 
planet. If this is so, how can you not value humankind after 
having any kind of a life? [What a piece of work is man, etc.] 
--Lee 

Unlike other "misanthropic" organizations (e.g. VHEMT, GLF), the 
CoE does not advocate complete Human extinction--except as a last 
resort, should efforts to restore balance between Humans and the 
remaining species fail. It was exceedingly difficult for 

nineteenth-century Indians to value the white man while he was 
systematically destroying their way of life. It's equally 
difficult for me to value Humans while they're turning the Earth 
into a giant sewer. Nonetheless, many Indians did--and still 
do--manage to feel sympathy for whites. I usually manage to feel 
sympathy for Humans, but don't push your luck by bragging about 
how great they are. 

What does cannibalism have to do with the Church's mission, other 
than the shock value? Isn't it enough that a body be dead? 

What's the point of eating it? 

—Steve 

If you're a typical flesh-eating Human in a "civilized" industrial 
nation, you've probably never killed anything in your life. What 
do you think about as you bite into your cheeseburger? Do you 
feel any compassion for the animal that died so that you could 
live? Are you even aware that you're eating the flesh of an 
animal? How can you tell? Is there any blood? Where are the 
skin and bones and organs? Maybe they're not good enough for you, 
fit only for your pet. Are you aware that the animal you're 

eating lived its entire adult life in a tiny pen, force-fed, and 
unable to take a single step? Do you think the people who killed 
the animal spoke kindly to it, or prayed for it, or did anything 
to make its death less painful? Could it be that they smashed 
its head with a sledgehammer and threw it on a conveyor belt? 

Could it be that the meat industry is engineered to conceal these 

truths, to hide them from you with processing and marketing? 
Would you enjoy your cheeseburger as much if you had to watch the 
animal die first? Do you think that the animal feels pain less 
than you, or that its suffering is unimportant? Do you imagine 
that you are superior to the animal? 

Maybe if a third of the people on earth weren't going to bed 
hungry every night, often because their land was taken away to 
grow food for livestock, and maybe if you knew how to hunt and 
kill an animal, as an equal, with weapons you made yourself with 
your bare hands, and maybe if you knew how to skin the animal, how 
to remove its flesh, how to cook what you could eat, preserve the 
rest, and utilize every piece of the animal, wasting nothing, and 



maybe if you were willing to get down on your knees and thank the 
animal for allowing you to live, then maybe you wouldn't have to 
eat Human flesh instead. 



RECOMMENDED READING 


Black Elk Speaks, John G. Neihardt. After having a great vision 
at an early age. Black Elk became a medicine man. He spent the 
rest of his life trying to realize his dream for the Lakota--and 
for all people--of the tree of life blooming at the center of the 
sacred hoop. His dream ended in the butchering at Wounded Knee. 
Years later, with tears running down his face. Black Elk tells the 
Great Spirit that the tree never bloomed, and is withered: "A 
pitiful old man, you see me here, and I have fallen away and done 
nothing...It may be that some little root of the sacred tree still 
lives. Nourish it then, that it may leaf and bloom and fill with 
singing birds." To see how things could be, but be powerless to 
make them so, surely nothing is harder. Does the preservation of 
Black Elk's vision in a popular book lessen his defeat? The 
author thought so, but I'm unsure. Even if the tree still lives, 
how can I nourish it when I can barely nourish myself? Or are 
these two are the same, because the tree is in each of us? I also 
have a vision, and feel unable to realize it. Will I end up like 
Black Elk? 

O-Zone, Paul Theroux. Industrial society concentrates its power 
in cities, but only by ceding control over outlying areas, as 
Hakim Bey and others have observed. Already the elite submit to 
surveillance, and willingly trade freedom of movement for 
increased security. Today's "knowledge workers" telecommute, and 
rarely leave their gated communities, complete with shopping 
malls, recreation facilities, and private police. How much longer 
will it be before cities become walled cities? Are we returning 
to a feudal world? Theroux's answer is yes, and his bone-chilling 
novel searches for life outside the walls. "I'm an Owner...get 
out of my way and let me through!" 

On Behalf of Wolf and the First Peoples, Joseph Marshall III. 
Unlike hundreds of tribes that became stacks of paper, names on a 
list, or nothing at all, the Lakota are alive, with a surprising 
amount of their heritage intact. Marshall moves easily in the 
white man's world, but he also listens to his ancestors, and their 
voices permeate his essays. They stress the importance of knowing 
one's place, and living within the limits of the shared physical 
world. Every species has a part to play in the dance of life, and 
possesses unique strengths that enable it to survive. The first 
peoples "did not see their ability to reason or understand as 
anything that made them superior; instead, it was simply their key 
to survival." Like Vonnegut, Marshall distinguishes the Europeans 
not by their technology, but by their arrogance . Their merciless 
campaign to exterminate the wolf--and the remaining first 
peoples--in the late 1800s is one of many examples. 

The Only Planet of Choice: Essential Briefings from Deep Space, 
Phyllis V. Schlemmer and Mary Bennett. After three hundred pages 
of channelled interviews with the Being who speaks for the Council 
of Nine (also known as Tom), the mind boggles. The good news is 
that total destruction won't be permitted, but other than that, 
it's up to us, as usual. Eyebrow-raising topics include universal 
civilizations, Atlantis, and Hebrew aliens. Despite urgent 
warnings to get "unstuck," overall the message is positive: "You 



all have come to Earth to beautify it, to purify it, to love it 
and be in joy with it. Know this: in your time, through your and 
others' dedication, through the quality of your being on Planet 
Earth, you may bring it to the fulfillment of its creation. That 
is for us a great joy and we thank you." The Being who visited me 
was considerably less cheerful. How do you say "don't count your 
chickens"? 

The Wanting Seed, Anthony Burgess. In this outrageous Malthusian 
comedy from the author of A Clockwork Orange, overpopulation is so 
bad that the government promotes homosexuality. Their slogan: 
"It's Sapiens to be Homo." The humor is very British, of course, 
and it overwhelms in places, but civilization is demolished, and 
three out of four pillars are covered, in short order. Fans of 
Aldous Huxley's Brave New World (written thirty years earlier) 
will notice many interesting similarities and differences. Thank 
you, William, for making me read this. 

Where White Men Fear To Tread, Russell Means with Marvin J. Wolf. 

Means--another Lakota--achieved lasting fame as one of the most 
outspoken leaders of the American Indian Movement (AIM), for which 
he and many others suffered almost unimaginable violence. His 
autobiography is white-hot with anger, and it left me exhausted, 
racked by alternating spasms of self-hate and self-pity from which 
I'm still recovering. I can't overcome all of my social 
conditioning in one lifetime; it's too much to ask. I was born 
and raised in a city, and indoctrinated into the intellectual 
elite. As a child, my knowledge of the world came from books. I 
thought food came from behind the mirrors in the supermarket: I 
didn't know any better. I learned to read and write and control 
machines, and the damage is done. My skills are only useful to 
industrial society, and it tempts me, with distractions and a 
comfortable existence. I drink its poison, and my spirit is sick. 

I have no tradition, and I can't be a Lakota, no matter how much 
I purify myself. I'm an outsider, a mental European. Sometimes I 
want to live in a right way, but I'm weak, and Microsoft is big. 
I weep for myself, I'm so ashamed. 
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Tales of Power, Carlos Castenada. 

The Tarot, Paul Foster Case. 

The Technological Society, Jacques Ellul. 

Theosophy: An Introduction to the Supersensible Knowledge of the 
World and the Destination of Man, Rudolph Steiner. 

Worlds in Harmony: Dialogues on Compassionate Action, the Dalai 
Lama. 

Zen and the Art of Motorcycle Maintenance, Robert Pirsig. 



CONTACTS 


BOTA (Builders of the Adytum) 

P.O.Box 42278, Los Angeles, CA 90042-0278 

CPR (Circles Phenomenon Research) 

P.O.Box 3378, Branford, CT 06405 

Daily Cow (David R. Wyder) 

121 Gregory Ave #B7, Passaic NJ 07055 

FCCA (First Church of Christ, Abortionist) 

Box 6098, 4902 Forbes Ave, Pittsburgh, PA 15213-3799 

GLF (Gaia Liberation Front) 

P.O.Box 127, Station P, Toronto, ON, M5S 2S7, Canada 

Goad To Hell Enterprises (Jim & Debbie Goad) 

P.O.Box 31009, Portland, OR 97231 

GRB (Globally Responsible Birthing) 

Route 1, Box 28, Delancey, NY 13752 

The Hemlock Society (Derek Humphry) 

P.O.Box 11830, Eugene, Oregon 97440 

HToMC (Holy Temple of Mass Consumption) 

P.O.Box 30904, Raleigh, NC 27622-0904 

M.C.McDonald 

418 Kearney, Manhattan KS 66502 

Mike Merrill 

P.O.Box 4214, Buffalo, NY 14217 

Misinformed Citizens (Vermin Supreme) 

P.O.Box 1313, Galosha, MA 01930 

OGYR Network ($t Qndrew) 

P.O.Box 53, Plainfield, IL 60544 

Nina Paley 

P.O.Box 460736, San Francisco CA 94146 

Randall Phillips 

P.O.Box 2217, Philadelphia, PA 19103 

Reality Hoax (Eric T. Sorebo) 

P.O.Box 428, Cornell, WI 54732-0428 

Spit Gland (Ingmar) 

P.O.Box 1079,Dunkirk, MD 20754 

Unapack (Lydia Eccles) 

P.O.Box 120494, Boston, MA 02112 

VHEMT (Voluntary Human Extinction Movement) 

P.O.Box 86646, Portland, OR 97286-0646 

X.S.Despot 

2225 Montego Drive, Lansing, MI 48912 




Banana Cup Cake 


Banana 

Cake 

Broken tea cups 
--Lori Kramer 



HUMAN OVERPOPULATION 


They are everywhere reproducing at an alarming rate and they won't 
wake up to this fact until it's too late. They act like they own 
the green earth instead of realizing that they should live in 
numerical equality with all living creatures. How arrogant, how 
wrong, how foolish, how human! 

What can be done about these thumb-sucking, always fucking, 
brutal, purveyors of mass destruction? Their numbers are now 
doubling every twenty years or so and pretty soon the world will 
be one unhappy feedlot. Humans stop overpopulation of animals 
when it occurs but who will stop their out-of-control 
reproduction? 

Daily Cow proposes that all humans leave Earth! Build 
spaceships by the thousands and get the hell off this planet! 
Star Trek the universe until you find another galaxy to poison. 
Leave us here alone. We are sick of your constant tampering with 
an ecosystem too fragile to comprehend your lust for power and 
each other. We'll be there at the launching pads bidding you a 
fondue farewell with a stern warning not to come back. Zero isn't 
just another even number and if you don't leave soon it will be 
the only number. 

-Daily Cow #10 



Ask a few questions here and there, but do it casually. 


THE POLITICS OF DAILY LIFE 

by Lydia Eccles 

Think of your direct bodily experience of life. 

No one can lie to you about that. 

Do you hear insect sound of drones dickering keyboards in a 
fluorescent hive of fabric-padded cubicles? 

How many hours a day do you spend in front of a TV screen? 

A computer screen? An automobile screen? All three screens 
combined? Is software your supervisor? 

And how many hours a day do you sleep? 

How are you affected by sound? 

How are you affected by light? 

How are you affected by warmth and touch? 

How are you affected by music? 

Is a good record better than live music raw? 

Is it simply sound you want? Or shared ritual magic? 

How many of your rituals come at you through a glass, vicariously? 
What are you being screened from? 

Does it bother you if the windows don't open, and even your air is 
"conditioned"? 

How about your degree and variety of body movement? 

How do you feel in situations of enforced passivity? 

How are you affected by a non-stop assault of symbolic 
communication, audio, robotic voices video, print, billboard, as 
you stumble through the forest of signs? 

What are they urging upon you? 

Do you need contemplation? Do you remember it? 

Thinking from inside, rather than reacting to stimuli? 

Is it hard to look away? 

Is looking in the very thing that cannot be permitted? 

How are you affected by being in crowds? 

How much bodily space do you need? 

Do you find yourself blocking your empathetic responses to other 
humans ? 

Do you find yourself committing acts of symbolic violence? 

How are you affected by the size of the room you're in? 

By living in two and three dimensional grids? 

And by the visual space? 

Do you need to see the sky? Water? 

Foliage? Animals? Glinting, glimmering, moving? 

(Is that why you have a pet, an aquarium, and fernplants?) 

Or is video your glinting, glimmering, moving? 

Who prepares your meals? Do you eat standing up? 

Do you trust what you're eating? 

How are you affected by standardized time, designed solely to 
synchronize your movements with those of millions of others? 

How long do you ever go without knowing what time it is? 

Who or what controls your minutes and hours? 

The minutes and hours that add up to your life? 

How are you affected by being moved around without control, in 



elevators, subways, escalators, conveyor belts? 

How are you affected by waiting? 

Waiting in line, waiting in traffic, waiting to pee, 
waiting... learning to discipline and punish your spontaneous 
urges? 

How are you affected by being immobilized and scheduled rather 
than wandering and roaming freely and spontaneously? 

Scavenging? (Shoplifting?) 

Can you use your hands creatively, building making touching a 
variety of materials? 

How are you affected by holding in your desires? 

By sexual repression, by the delay or denial of pleasure, starting 
in childhood, along with suppression of everything in you that 
evidences your wild nature, your animal life? 

Is pleasure dangerous? Is danger joy? 

What are we deprived of by labor-saving devices? 

And thought-saving devices? 

How are you affected by the efficiency requirement that puts the 
end product ahead of the process, that values only the future and 
never the moment, the present moment that gets shorter and 
shorter, as we try to speed to the future endpoint? 

Are you saving time? 

Are you lonely in a way that language can't allay or even express? 

Do you sometimes feel yourself ready to 
LOSE CONTROL? 

That had been the signal. 



Rainbow 6/27-7/8? 
Chicago 8/23-9/1 
Repro 9/7 
Preterm 9/14 
Gynecare 10/15 



Beyond a critical point within a finite space, freedom diminishes 
as numbers increase. This is as true of humans in the finite 
space of a planetary ecosystem as it is of gas molecules in a 
sealed flask. The human question is not how many can possibly 
survive within the system, but what kind of existence is possible 
for those who do survive. 

--Pardot Kynes, First Planetologist of Arrakis 

There's an internally recognized beauty of motion and balance on 
any man-healthy planet...You see in this beauty a dynamic 
stabilizing effect essential to all life. Its aim is simple: to 
maintain and produce coordinated patterns of greater and greater 
diversity. Life improves the closed system's capacity to sustain 
life. Life--all life--is in the service of life. Necessary 
nutrients are made available to life by life in greater and 
greater richness as the diversity of life increases. The entire 
landscape comes alive, filled with relationships and relationships 
within relationships. 

--Pardot Kynes, First Planetologist of Arrakis 

There is in all things a pattern that is part of our universe. It 
has symmetry, elegance, and grace--those qualities you find always 
in that which the true artist captures. You can find it in the 
turning of the seasons, in the way sand trails along a ridge, in 
the branch clusters of the creosote bush or the pattern of its 
leaves. We try to copy these patterns in our lives and our 
society, seeking the rhythms, the dances, the forms that comfort. 

Yet, it is possible to see peril in the finding of ultimate 
perfection. It is clear that the ultimate pattern contains its 
own fixity. In such perfection, all things move towards death. 

--from "The Collected Sayings of Maud'Dib" by the Princess Irulan 

Men and their works have been a disease on the surface of their 
planets before now...Nature tends to compensate for diseases, to 
remove or encapsulate them, to incorporate them into the system in 
her own way. 

--Pardot Kynes, First Planetologist of Arrakis 

Life improves the capacity of the environment to sustain 
life...Life makes needed nutrients more readily available. It 
binds more energy into the system through the tremendous chemical 
interplay from organism to organism. 


--Pardot Kynes, First Planetologist of Arrakis 



EDITORIAL 


Let me start by asking you a question. If you don't know, just 
guess, how long--months, weeks, days, hours, minutes, seconds--how 
long do you think it takes for the human population to increase by 
one million? Net increase. 

Okay, I'll give it to you, it's four days. Four days, a 
quarter million per day, if you do the math, that comes out to 95 
million people per year, and just for a reference, 95 million is 
the population of Mexico, so next time you look at a map of the 
world, look at Mexico, and imagine the human population increasing 
by Mexico, every year. 

What do we do with all those people? They all need to eat, 
they all need houses, clothes, TVs, cars, and every other damn 
thing, who are we to say they shouldn't have them, and what's the 
result? The global environmental crisis. Massive species 
extinction. Ecocide. In the United States alone we lose an acre 
of trees every eight seconds. Worldwide, we're now losing an 
entire species every 40 minutes, that's up from every sixty 
minutes in the 1970's, and in the tropical rainforest we're losing 
a species every fifteen minutes. By some estimates we've already 
wiped out one third of the species on earth. Those species are 
gone, they're not coming back, this isn't some cute nature show on 
television, this is real. In terms of sheer power, this is our 
great accomplishment: severely damaging the chemical and organic 
structure of an entire planet, including the oceans and the 
atmosphere. We've got to do something, very quickly, and the most 
important thing we can do is reduce our numbers. It's something 
each one of us can do, it doesn't require special training, and 
that's why I, myself, and every one of the Church of Euthanasia's 
members have taken a lifetime vow to not procreate. 

Now people say to me, population reduction is one thing, but 
how can you support suicide and euthanasia, isn't that going too 
far, and I say this: right now, one third, that's a rough figure, 
it's probably higher, one third of the people on this earth are 
going to bed hungry every night. Does this surprise you? Maybe 
you're lucky: maybe you live in a country that still has some 
topsoil, or maybe your country steals food from everyone else. 
Don't get too smug, though, because simple arithmetic says the 
population will reach 8 billion by 2010. Now that's well within 
my, and many of your lifetimes, and I'm telling you that if we, as 
individuals, allow that to happen, we are going to see suffering 
on a scale we can't even imagine yet, even right here, in the 
United States, and some of you are going to wish you had killed 
yourselves, because this planet is going to be a very grim and 
frightening place. It already is for most people. 

So that's why I say "save the planet, kill yourself." 
Because it really has come to this, and if you've had enough, and 
you want to get out of the game, and you honestly believe that's 
the best thing you can do for yourself and for the planet, I, Rev. 
Chris Korda, am not going to stand in your way. I'll make you a 
Euthanasian saint. And if no one listens to me, and the 
population keeps on growing, until there's no trees, and no hope. 
I'll join you. I think about it every day, and I feel shame. I'm 



ashamed of the way humans have behaved, especially American 
humans. When I look at the ugliness Americans have created in 
just two hundred years, and when I read about the "savages" we've 
exterminated to make room for our so-called civilization, I feel 
suicidal rage, and that's okay, because that's what the Church of 
Euthanasia is all about. 

Now suppose, for the sake of argument, we divide people into 
two groups: those who think there are too many of us, and those 
who think there aren't enough. If you think there are too many of 
us, why not take some personal responsibility for it? Maybe we're 
the church for you. But if you think there's not enough of us, 
consider your allies. The people who oppose euthanasia, and say 
it's morally wrong, are very often the same people who oppose 
abortion; they're the same people who oppose contraception and 
family planning; they've opposed sex for pleasure for a thousand 
years, and you know who these people are, they are the Catholic 
church and the fundamentalist Christians . Their religious 
teachings have been a disaster for the planet, and we cannot allow 
them to dominate us any longer. They're the real sinners, and 
they can't help themselves, so we have to help them: we have to 
lead by example . 

How do we lead by example? By practicing sex for pleasure, 
it's a revolutionary act, remember Joycelyn Elders, she wanted to 
teach masturbation and look what happened to her...by showing the 
maximum compassion for all beings, we can start by not eating 
their flesh, why are we feeding most of our grain to cattle when 
people are starving...by supporting abortion, we're not pro- 
choice, we're pro-abortion, why isn't it free, it's every woman's 
sacred right...by supporting Dr. Jack Kevorkian and the right to 
die, and above all by choosing to not procreate , until their 
churches are empty and ours is full, until the population is 
reduced to a sustainable level, and balance is restored between 
ourselves and every other species on this beautiful, living 
planet. Thank you. 



Force Fed Bags of Rotten Meat 
as performed by Towpath 
lyrics by Ski-Mask 

Force fed bags of rotten meat. 

From I.G.A., it's a Riverside treat. 

Stinky chicken soaked in bleach. 

Stuffed down your throat as Satan's word I preach 
Pork with worms ripe to hatch. 

Stuck down your throat and up your snatch. 

Grisly beef, moldy and green. 

Clogs up your mouth so you can't scream! 

C'mon baby, just grab that spork, 

I'm gonna feed you some rotten pork. 

Open your mouth, it'll taste so sweet. 

Don't hesitate, baby, just bite that meat. 

You're hankerin' for a hunka, 

A slab, a slice, a chunka. 

You're jonesin' for some rotten meat. 

Acidopere sausage burst from its skin. 

Whilst in your throat, makes your head spin. 

Your vomit mixed with animal flesh. FORCE FED! 
Stinky meat that's never fresh. FORCE FED! 

Your bloated gut tries to digest. FORCE FED! 

As bacteria your blood infests. FORCE FED! 
Trichina worms eat abdominal muscles. FORCE FED! 
Viral destruction of red corpuscles. FORCE FED! 
Before you die, we hack off your limbs. FORCE FED 
In black ceremony we chant Satanic hymns. 

FORCE FED BAGS OF ROTTEN MEAT! x 12 
What's wrong with you, don't you eat meat? 

Real men eat meat! Texas hots in your anus! 

We will destroy you with MEAT! 



The life of a laying hen begins in a hatchery. Because male 
chicks will never lay eggs and are not bred to gain weight quickly 
for slaughter, they are promptly suffocated, gassed, or put 
through a crushing machine which grinds up their bodies into pulp. 

Female chicks are de-beaked [see the film Baraka ], toe-clipped, 
vaccinated, and sent to large windowless buildings. At 20 weeks 
of age, when they are ready to begin laying eggs, they are 
transferred to laying houses, which typically hold 80,000 hens 
confined in wire cages so small that 4-5 birds live in a cage the 
size of a single newspaper page. Under these highly unnatural 
conditions, hens become aggressive, cannibalistic, and often die 
from stress. A 10-18% mortality rate is not considered unusual. 
But on the factory farm, the individual animal is worth little in 
terms of the overall profit margin. 



Ivan Illich. 1990. Limits to Medicine. Medical Nemesis: The 
expropriation of health. Penguin. Thomas McKeown The Role of 
Medicine - Dream, Mirage, Nemesis 1979 Princeton University Press 
Robert S. Mendelsohn. 1979. Confessions of a Medical Heretic. 
Chicago. Health as a Virtue (Ivan Illich): Health designates a 
process of adaptation. It is not the result of instinct, but of an 
autonomous yet culturally shaped reaction to socially created 
reality. It designates the ability to adapt to changing 
environments, to growing up and to ageing, to healing when 
damaged, to suffering, and to the peaceful expectation of death. 
Health embraces the future as well, and therefore includes anguish 
and the inner resources to live with it. Health designates a 
process by which each person is responsible, but only in part 
responsible to others. To be responsible may mean two things. A 
man is responsible for what he has done, and responsible to 
another person or group. Only when he feels subjectively 
responsible or answerable to another person will the consequences 
of his failure be not criticism, censure, or punishment but 
regret, remorse, and true repentance. The consequent states of 
grief and distress are marks of recovery and healing, and are 
phenomenologically something entirely different from guilt 
feelings. Health is a task, and as such is not comparable to the 
physiological balance of beasts. Success in this personal task is 
in large part the result of the self-awareness, self-discipline, 
and inner resources by which each person regulates his own daily 
rhythm and actions, his diet, and his sexual activity. Knowledge 
encompassing desirable activities, competent performance, the 
commitment to enhance health in others - these are all learned 
from the example of peers or elders. These personal activities are 
shaped and conditioned by the culture in which the individual 
grows up: patterns of work and leisure, of celebration and sleep, 
of production and preparation of food and drink, of family 
relations and politics. Long-tested health patterns that fit a 
geographic area and a certain technical situation depend to a 
large extent on long-lasting political autonomy. They depend on 
the spread of responsibility for health habits and for the socio- 
biological environment. That is, they depend on the dynamic 
stability of a culture. The level of public health corresponds to 
the degree to which the means and responsibility for coping with 
illness are distributed among the total population. This ability 
to cope can be enhanced but never replaced by medical intervention 
or by the hygienic characteristics of the environment. That 
society which can reduce professional intervention to the minimum 
will provide the best conditions for health. The greater the 
potential for autonomous adaptation to self, to others, and to the 
environment, the less management of adaptation will be needed or 
tolerated. A world of optimal and widespread health is obviously a 
world of minimal and only occasional medical intervention. Healthy 
people are those who live in healthy homes on a healthy diet in an 
environment equally fit for birth, growth, work, healing, and 
dying; they are sustained by a culture that enhances the conscious 
acceptance of limits to population, of ageing, of incomplete 
recovery and ever-imminent death. Healthy people need minimal 
bureaucratic interference to mate, give birth, share the human 



condition, and die. Man's consciously lived fragility, 
individuality, and relatedness make the experience of pain, of 
sickness, and of death an integral part of his life. The ability 
to cope with this trio autonomously is fundamental to his health. 
As he becomes dependent on the management of his intimacy, he 
renounces his autonomy and his health must decline. The true 
miracle of modern medicine is diabolical. It consists in making 
not only individuals but whole populations survive on inhumanly 
low levels of personal health. Medical nemesis is the negative 
feedback of a social organization that set out to improve and 
equalize the opportunity for each man to cope in autonomy and 
ended by destroying it. 



I WOOD 

by Rev. Chris Korda 


Make yourself as comfortable as possible. Okay, now close your 
eyes, relax, and try to imagine yourself dying. It's bound to 
happen eventually, right? So try to imagine yourself dying. It 
could be suddenly or gradually, by chance or by design, far in the 
future, or tomorrow, but imagine yourself passing into the 
twilight world between life and death. Your body is letting go, 
growing heavy, the life force is passing out of it, and finally 
your body is completely, irrevocably, dead. Now there's a 
ceremony, a wake, and your friends and family are gathered around 
your body, expressing their love for you, honoring you, wishing 
you well. Meanwhile, your detailed instructions for the disposal 
of your body have mysteriously disappeared, and so, due to 
circumstances beyond anyone's control, your body is buried, naked, 
without casket or shroud, in the forest. 

Time is passing. Your body is decomposing, rotting, breaking 
down into the simple substances that sustain organic life. The 
worms and beetles are chewing, burrowing into you, digesting you, 
I know it's creepy, but don't worry; you can't feel it. They're 
just playing their role, doing what they do best: helping the 
Earth recycle you. After a lifetime of eating, consuming the 
riches of the Earth, now the Earth is eating you. You're part of 
the food chain after all, because while your body's nutrients are 
slowly dissolving into the soil, they're being absorbed by the 
roots of a tree. 

Now try to imagine that nameless part of yourself that 
survives every stage of death. Beyond your ego, beyond your 
consciousness; your highest self, your spirit. Try to imagine 
that while your body is composting, feeding the tree's roots, your 
spirit is also passing into the tree. And slowly, very slowly, 
you begin to have sensation again. New, unfamiliar sensation. 
Where your feet used to be, you have roots that sink deep into the 
warm, moist Earth. And where your poor, aching spine used to be, 
you have a thick trunk, flexible but incredibly strong, and 
covered with bark instead of skin. And instead of arms and a 
head, you have a profusion of branches, ending in thousands of 
delicate twigs instead of fingers. And your twigs are thrust out 
in every direction, towards the heavens, towards the sun, and 
instead of hair, they're covered with tender, green leaves. 

Feel the warm sun beating down on your leaves. Breathe. 
Breathe with your leaves. In...out. In...out. Your leaves are a 
million tiny lungs. Feel how they ripple in the breeze. Your 
branches are swaying, gently swaying, back and forth, back and 
forth, and the sap is running up and down your trunk, carrying 
nutrients from the soil up to the branches and leaves. Birds are 
resting on you, and insects scurry around on your bark, but they 
move so fast you barely notice them. Time has slowed down for 
you. You're not going anywhere. 

Day becomes twilight, and then night. The stars come out, 
and the moon rises. Feel the other trees, all around you. You're 
one tree, among many other trees, in the forest. Hear the sound 
of the forest. Animals, birds, insects, singing the song of the 



Earth. You're singing too, with a deep, slow sound, all the trees 
singing together. Mist creeps along the ground, and the stars 
fade, as dawn approaches. The song is louder now, and your leaves 
are wet with dew. The sun creeps over the horizon, and into the 
sky. 

Days pass. Weeks pass, and the air gets colder. Your leaves 
are dry and brittle, and the wind blows them away. Now the ground 
is hard, and ice covers everything. Your sap thickens, the snow 
lies heavy on your branches, and the forest is still. In the 
stillness of winter, all along your twigs and branches, tiny buds 
are forming, under the ice. 

As the years pass, you grow bigger, and bigger still. Your 
roots crack open boulders, birds make nests in your branches, and 
animals hide in the caverns of your trunk. Beneath your roots, 
the flesh of your old body is gone, and even the bones crumble, 
but your spirit lives on. 



LETTERS 


Chris: 

About a month ago, three British alleged neo-Nazi kids who 
had been vacationing in America for six weeks blew their brains 
out--two of them simultaneously at an Arizona gun range, the other 
one the next day on a little-traveled Northern California road. 

The woman who shot herself alone--Jane Greenhow, 22--had 
called our voice mail a few days before killing herself, asking to 
verify our PO box address. I ignored the first call, but responded 
the next day after she left a similar message with the admonition 
"don't bother calling after tomorrow." She sounded intensely 
depressed, but all she wanted to know was whether our PO box was 
still valid. I told her that it was. 

On March 4--a full two weeks after she killed herself--I 
finally received her letter, which stated that she felt unable to 
articulate her frustration with life. She also sent me three $700 
money orders--her life's savings. Knowing that with my recent luck 
I'd be struck by lightning if I spent a penny of it, I sent the 
money back to her parents. 

Jane had a degree in astrophysics and read ANSWER Me! Too bad 
she fit into the l/10th of 1 percent demographic which actually 
had value in my book. Whereas the great bulk of human suffering 
doesn't do a thing for me, her departure actually saddened me 
greatly. 

You can imagine how the press--especially the vampiric 
British press--is treating these suicides. DID A PORTLAND 
PUBLICATION 'GOAD' THREE BRITS INTO KILLING THEMSELVES? et al. 
Typically, the ones who would portray me as some unfeeling creep 
have displayed far less remorse over Jane's death than I have. I 
figure the Nazi affiliation (Jane had left a note signed "Mrs. 
Hitler" next to her body) renders these goofy kids nonhuman in 
some eyes. 

Anyway, I wanted to gently caution you to be careful 
regarding your publishing endeavors. You and I know that 
depression and suicidal impulses betoken a mental condition which 
can't be neatly traced to (or blamed on) one source. However, in a 
social climate which tends to abdicate any notion of personal 
responsibility, very few others seem to know this. Since I see 
value in what you're doing, I'd hate to see you become embroiled 
in the sort of controversy/lawsuits which have dogged us for the 
past couple years. Believe me, it's nowhere near as fun as it 
might seem. And I'm not advising that you soften your 
approach--but it might make sense to lay the disclaimers on a 
little thicker. 

--Jim Goad, goad@teleport.com 

I make my money from the Defense Department. Usually I feel 
embarrassed to tell people because they associate Warfare with the 
inhumanity of killing people, but I can tell you with pride. 
Since reading your publication I have a whole new perspective on 
my career. The only problem is the U.S. usually kills third world 
people who don't consume as much of the world's resources as first 
world people. Also the Defense Dept, is the top worst polluter. 



I hope to offset that by sending you a contribution each month so 
you can continue your good work. 

P.S. I think Rev. Korda may be the 1st 21st century saint. Please 
document any miracles (preferably with video) so the canonization 
will go smoothly. 

P.P.S. Typed on a Defense Dept, typewriter. 

Rev. Chris: 

I received the latest SNUFF iT, and i must state that i was 
again impressed. I have always known that breeding was not at all 
for me, and although i have only recently pursued such a 
philosophy (after discovering the definition of what had before 
only been within me a vague but relatively eternally-practiced 
concept), it is one to which i shall forever adhere. That there 
are other folk out there who not only believe related philosophies 
and ethics but advocate them and still enjoy life, is nice to 
know. Cheers, Rev. Randall Tin-ear 

I work as a secretary during the day with the Passaic Board of 
Education at the High School in the MediaCenter and see the awful 
results of human overbreeding every day. Our school enrollment 
has increased about 750 kids each year in the past three years. 
The Board is having to lease new buildings every year and build 
additions on existing schools to compensate for the overcrowding. 
I live in a building where the apartments are very small and yet 
my fellow tenants insist on overbreeding and providing shelter to 
their young ones in a space that only one would be comfortable in. 

Needless to say the problem of overbreeding is all around me 
daily but how do you speak up about it? Procreation is the most 
sacred of rights and if you talk about it to people (even 
intelligently) they think you are a Nazi or something worse. Why 
do only a few of us see what is wrong? Why are so many fools 
still bringing children into the world? I have a full life and 
never had any children--what is this compulsion to breed? 

--Moo Oom, David R. Wyder/Daily Cow 

You can count on me to help you in any way I can. If abortion 
were mandatory it would prevent people like me from ever being 
born. I once considered having kids but when I realized they 
might all turn out to look like me (I look like Herve Vilachez) , 
I immediately had my doctor castrate me. I'd kill myself but I'm 
too chicken shit. I just bought a new Harley and I'm hoping I'll 
have an unfortunate accident while riding it. As it is, my feet 
barely touch the ground when I sit on it and I can barely reach 
the handle bars. Let's hope I cross paths with a pyschotic truck 
driver! Keep up the good work! 

--Marc (Herve) Bifano 



I make my money from the Defense Department. Usually I feel 
embarrassed to tell people because they associate Warfare 
with the inhumanity of killing people, but I can tell you with 
pride. Since reading your publication I have a whole new 
perspective on my career. The only problem is the U.S. usually 
kills third world people who don't consume as much of the 
world's resources as first world people. Also the Defense Dept, 
is the top worst polluter. 1 hope to offset that by sending you a 
contribution each month so you can continue your good work. 
P.S. I think Rev. Korda may be the 1st 21st century saint. Please 
document any miracles (preferably with video) so the 
canonization will go smoothly. 

P.P.S. Typed on a Defense Dept, typewriter. 

Hi. I wanted to thank you a lot for the three chapters you sent 
me. I don't quiet get why you bring in magicians/aliens etc., thus 
justifying yahoo's stupidity of defining the church as "Humour." 
The values expressed in the three messages you were kind to 
send me, are conclusion of pure rationality, and post-modem 
sane thinking. As an ex-jewish 1 apreciate much the effort you 
take against the jewish-christian "values of the family." With the 
recent events, both in your country and mine, the enforcement 
of "the values of the family" arrive at scaring plateaus. This 
includes rude expressions about homosexuality, non marriage 
lifetime relationships, and dangerous denial of the single's 
freedom. Let me tell you a little about the sociology of my 
country. After the jews arrived at Israel after the holocaust, they 
were not only hurt by the nazis. They were jellous at the enemy 
that killed 6,000,000 of them. Thus, the Zionists invented the so- 
called "Blonde/blue eyes new sabra" who had the qualities of 
the Nazi - strong, fighting, empty of compassion. The one that 
will not go "as goats led to hutching," but will fight everything 
that is fightable. The world has meanwhile discovered the new 
generation, so called X-generation, or espresso age. A new race 
of people that just want to live the life, where every act of love 
and pleasure is not a sin, where there are no "values of the 
family," where individuum has the right to live - and that 
includes the freedom NOT to live. A new generation that is not 
interested to rely on its sword. 

Meanwhile, Israel kept on going into unnecessary wars. It's 
a known fact that out of the seven wars of Israel, five were 
completely unnecessary. But the so called "new strong sabra" 
could not talk nor think, but fight and kill. After post¬ 
modernism has become popular, a new generation grew up in 
Israel, known as "sheynkin generation." Sheynkin is a street in 
Tel Aviv that gathered lots of culture activities, creative culture 
as well as "spare time" culture. This generation said "no" to 
wars and made this country go into the so-called "peace 
processes." Finally, in Israel, it's ok to believe that a man has the 
freedom to live, and the includes the freedom not to live, or to 
use LSD or the alike, to listen to Trance music, to spend time at 
goa, or whatever. The three basic human rights let every mature 
man have the freedom of usage of his body, the freedom of 
speech and thought, and the freedom of feelings. Your humble 
servant, now with 7 friends, form the association of Israeli 
atheists, that will carry the flag of free thought, rationality and 
humanity. Humanity does not say man is the most important 
creature in the world. The other way around. It says man is the 
only one that has the ability to save the planet, and take care of 
weaker species. Unfortunately, man abused his existence, and 


procreated to billions. As far as I know I am the only Israeli who 
supports the church of euthanasia. I see it as a serious 
organisation, meant to spread truth in the world. It does not 
need mysticism or new age thinking. It's enough if we take a 
look at Schopenhauer that you quoted in the first message, after 
whom I am nicked: "Man's existence must be some form of 
mistake." Unfortunately, there is no god to blame, or as the 
leading poet of Israel, Yehuda Amichay, wrote: "If not that 
merciful god, mercy would have been present worldwide, not 
only in him." Your humble servant wrote in the motd of his 
home page (link to CoE exists, relax =) ) about the distorted 
sick mind of calling the recent terror attacks "suicides." The 
article was ended with our slogan "save the planet, kill 
yourself." That slogan attracted one of the designers who is well 
known in the area of Tel Aviv I mentioned, and the home page 
was linked for a whole week to one of the leading Israeli home 
pages, and gained a few dozens of visitors. 1 want to give the 
church my support and blessing - keep up the good work! 

-Ariel Brosh, Israel, schop@actcom.co.il 

"Woe unto them that join house to house, that lay field to field, 
'til there be no place, that they may be placed alone in the midst 
of the Earth!" Isaiah 5:8 KJV. 

"Sing, O barren, thou that didst not bear; break forth in singing, 
and cry aloud, thou that didst not travail with child: for more are 
the children of the desolate than the children of the married wife, 
saith the Lord." Isaiah 54:1 KJV. 

"Blessed are the barren, and the wombs that never bore, and the 
breasts which never gave suck." Luke 23:29 RSV. 

FromEdang@post.tau.ac.il Fri Feb 23 15:09:34 1996 
Belive it or not i ran into your http address in an Israeli army 
magazine. I think you have the right way and i support you 100 
precent, and so are many people here in Israel. If there is any 
way i can help in your mission, i would be very happy. I will on 
my side make as much as possible to make people see the truth. 


Chris: 

About a month ago, three British alleged neo-Nazi kids who 
had been vacationing in America for six weeks blew their brains 
out—two of them simultaneously at an Arizona gun range, the 
other one the next day on a little-traveled Northern California 
road. 

The woman who shot herself alone—Jane Greenhow, 
22—had called our voice mail a few days before killing herself, 
asking to verify our PO box address. I ignored the first call, but 
responded the next day after she left a similar message with the 
admonition "don't bother calling after tomorrow." She sounded 
intensely depressed, but all she wanted to know was whether our 
PO box was still valid. 1 told her that it was. 

On March 4—a full two weeks after she killed herself—I 
finally received her letter, which stated that she felt unable to 
articulate her frustration with life. She also sent me three $700 
money orders—her life's savings. Knowing that with my recent 
luck I'd be struck by lightning if I spent a penny of it, I sent the 
money back to her parents. 



Jane had a degree in astrophysics and read ANSWER Me! 
Too bad she fit into the 1/1 Oth of 1 percent demographic which 
actually had value in my book. Whereas the great bulk of human 
suffering doesn't do a thing for me, her departure actually 
saddened me greatly. 

You can imagine how the press—especially the vampiric 
British press—is treating these suicides. DID A PORTLAND 
PUBLICATION 'GOAD' THREE BRITS INTO KILLING 
THEMSELVES? et al. Typically, the ones who would portray 
me as some unfeeling creep have displayed far less remorse over 
Jane's death than I have. I figure the Nazi affiliation (Jane had 
left a note signed "Mrs. Hitler" next to her body) renders these 
goofy kids nonhuman in some eyes. 

Anyway, 1 wanted to gently caution you to be careful 
regarding your publishing endeavors. You and I know that 
depression and suicidal impulses betoken a mental condition 
which can't be neatly traced to (or blamed on) one source. 
However, in a social climate which tends to abdicate any notion 
of personal responsibility, very few others seem to know this. 
Since I see value in what you're doing. I'd hate to see you 
become embroiled in the sort of controversy/lawsuits which have 
dogged us for the past couple years. Believe me, it's nowhere 
near as fun as it might seem. And I'm not advising that you 
soften your approach—but it might make sense to lay the 
disclaimers on a little thicker. 

—Jim Goad 

I was very impressed when I first happened upon the travesty 
that is the coe. I was so impressed that I even ordered a t-shirt 
with the catchy motto. Today however, which happens to be 
friday march 29 I checked out the new sermon and read the 
prayer contained within. Fact: human beings are of planet earth. 
The coe has as part of its guiding principles a fondness for this 
planet. If this is so, how can you not value humankind after 
having any kind of a life. Do you not recognize the beauty of 
our form, the grace of dance, the power of speech (HOPI 
address), the feeling of shared experiences? I found the prayer 
within the sermon pathetic. Why must coe continue to deny the 
awesome potential of humanity? So many of us our beings of 
pure beauty, some even beings of pure light or thought. It is my 
wish that coe would devote less energy to bashing the species, 
and more energy on positive action. Sure we are seriously 
fucking up the most generous, nurturing being we have yet 
experienced (not excluding the universe as a hole of course). 

Does the earth ever shed a tear? Weep to handle Her pain. 
My mother, The MOTHER Do you hate me, hate all of us? 
Because I consider you maybe twenty instances in a day Am i 
better than some others? 

One 

Is there any human that understands that concept? Some 
people live for love, Money, power for others. I live for the day I 
am one Until then 

I wonder. 

Perhaps i can summarize my point since this letter has 
become embarrassingly long by saying that by bashing the 
children you may be bashing the mother that nurtures and 
protects them. I hope you can see my tirade as a valid point. 
Also i am sure you can relate to my concern (from having coe 
mentioned in articles) that if this entire letter cannot be shared 
with coe members and visitors that my message may be 
misunderstood, i expect a blast of a response from coe, because 


i feel as though i am challenging its very existence, but it would 
be wonderful to get an intelligent, informed, considerate reply. 
I've said it before, but if this shit comes across as sappy, i do not 
think you will understand my letter, i love this planet, it hurts, 
but we cannot deny that we are a part of it. celebrate don't 
denegrate 

many thanx for this opportunity, 

lee stefan rott 

We're sorry you found sermon #17 pathetic, Lee. It's actually 
one of our favorites, right up there with #15, #11, and The 
Octopus in SI#1. There's just no accounting for taste. We 
believe that the concepts in "Prayer for a Good Death" 
desperately need to be expressed right now, and clearly a lot of 
people agree with us. 

Unlike other "misanthropic" organizations (e.g. VHEMT & 
GLF), the CoE is not calling for complete Human extinction, but 
merely *balance* between Humans and the remaining species on 
Earth. The situation is no doubt similar to that which Native 
Americans faced in the nineteenth century. It was difficult for 
Natives to have sympathy for the White man while he was 
systematically destroying every trace of Native civilization, and 
it is difficult for us to have sympathy for Humans while they are 
wiping out a species every forty minutes. Nonetheless, some 
Natives did (and still do) manage to feel compassion for Whites, 
and we (sometimes) manage to feel compassion for Humans. 

In any case, the CoE is obviously acting as a focal point for 
frightening, destructive ideas, and rightly so, because Humans 
are devolving into a frightening, destructive species. The sooner 
this fact is widely recognized, the sooner we can begin changing 
it. We do not deny that Humans are part of the Earth; that you 
suggest this indicates a serious misunderstanding of our work. 
The GLF have said that "Humans may have evolved *on* the 
Earth, but they are no longer *of |! the Earth." This is a correct 
understanding, and we urge you to reflect on it. Thank you for 
your comments, and for not breeding. 

Hey Church De La Happy! Just thought I'd write you and tell 
you what I've been up to as of late. I'm bored and restless, and 
this seems like a good time. 

On Tue, 19 Mar 1996, CoE wrote: 

9. Why don't you kill yourself? > > 1 just might. Believe me, I 
think about it every day. But maybe, just > maybe, if enough 
people listen to what we're saying and stop procreating > and 
consuming so much, we might be able to reduce the population 
and > build a more compassionate, sustainable future. Then 
maybe I won't > *need* to kill myself. 

Lately I've been thinking about it every day too. This thought 
didn't occur to me at all last year, but I've been going through 
yet another catastrophic change-of-mind. Basically, I'm tired of 
being another typical intellectual college student wasting my 
days studying for tests, drinking beer with "the homies" and 
trying to discern who's homosexual and willing and who's not. 
This last quarter I remained pretty isolated, and 1 was rather 
proud of myself when I started writing lots of music that was 
JUST FOR ME, pieces that 1 would never present to the class or 
my teachers; Things that 1 really FELT, and which weren't just 
assignments or experiments. The distance between the human 
waste and 1 grows ever wider. 



Now I think my life's adventure is entering another era; I 
want to die. I don't feel alive anymore. My sex drive is waning. 
I've been masturbating much less than I used to, and I'm not 
about to go and fuck another pile of flesh to get the hormones 
out, for people are just too nauseating to be around. So sex ain't 
much fun. I've completely given up alcohol and drugs (even 
caffiene!) and I'm really happy about this, because 1 found the 
nerve to say, "gee, getting high isn't very interesting," which is 
completely true. Along the lines of thinking, I still sit around and 
cogitate, mostly the philosophical, existential questions that 
everyone wonders, and I still compose and draw and all that, but 
even this is different; I feel like 1 have nothing to prove 
anymore. I don't feel the urge to show these things to anyone. 
_I'm_ very happy with what I create, and that's all that matters. 
In a way I'm trying to escape the trap of intellectualism; Every 
classical piece ever written is ingrained with a certain artistic 
formula, which may or may not reflect real life; Usually the 
pieces have a sort of consistency, and go through various 
climaxes and cadences. Like that "Interpol" message in Lame #- 
1 (1 did send you a copy of this, right??..) there is something 
suspicious, some horrible lack of insight in these "creators." It's 
absolutely true! I wrote a wonderful piano piece which lacked 
an overall shape and instead focused on texture and the essence 
of feeling; It was as if the music reflected states of mind. I 
showed it to my professor and he hated it — "too 
unconventional, sporatic, disorganized." So it goes. The 
"system" that I abhor strikes us all down, on many levels, 
twenty-four hours a day. I've finally recognized that the concept 
of "good taste" is just plain absurd. 

Now, at the risk of making myself look like a conformist 
buffoon, I tell you now that I've become a skinhead. Not the evil 
racist sieg-fucknut kind, like Geraldo would have you believe; 
The original, a-political kind (do a Web search for "+Oi! 
+skinhead" if you're interested in the implications of this, I 
won't bother to explain everything in this letter) I've been 
fascinated with skinhead "culture" for a while, and I finally 
made the conversion for several reasons; 1). I'M TIRED OF 
SAFETY. I want to be back on the streets, maybe become a 
murder victim and go out in style; 2). College is boring and I 
crave excitement, adrenalin and lots of endorfins; 3). There's a 
certain part of me that likes being a misunderstood martyr; Viva 
masochism, no? 4). I'm tired of being surrounded by 
pretentious intellectuals who sit around, drink tea, and whine; 5). 
"Punk" just isn't what it used to be. 

So there you have it. Most people around me haven't 
realized that anything's changed; 1 still attend class, but at my 
own convenience, and I don't talk much anymore. I still have 
really short hair, and I still wear lots of black, boots, and listen 
to composed music, industrial and experimental, so the change 
is almost imperceptable, an internal sort of thing... Well, unless 
I come home bleeding, of course, but who cares?! I've never felt 
freer in my life. 1 just don't care anymore, and I'd rather serve 
myself and laugh in the face of knifepoint than live a boring 
existance, filling out forms behind a desk in an office cubicle 
somewhere. From the moment I started studying music I'd 
dreamed of dying young, and I still envy all the composers who 
kicked the bucket at 35. 

So anyway, life is good. :) 

>10. How many members are there? > > The Church currently 
has hundreds of card-carrying members who've > taken the vow, 
plus clergy, directors,... 


HUNDREDS??!! Is this true? I suddenly feel rather honored to 
be member number 40. :) 

Anyway, I persuaded my housemate Brad to join, I believe 
he's a card-carrying member now; He was raised Mormon 
(gack!) which killed his wish to live pretty quickly and 
efficiently. Being an ex-Mormon and also rather naive to the 
world, he's a tad appalled at the contents of Snuff-lt (personally, 
I think it's good for him) but he respects the guidelines of the 
church very much and 1 know he'll make a great advocate of our 
fine establishment. Lately he tells me that there is nothing in 
this world that he enjoys; He doesn't LIKE anything. The self- 
induced razor-blade fiesta cometh soon, perhaps...? 

In the meantime, have you by chance received pledges from 
other Davis folk, maybe named Ben and Ximena? They are 
even more anti-people than I am, and are very eager to join; I 
gave them your address about a month ago and told them to 
write SOON. Oh yeah! There's another person IN MY 
APARTMENT COMPLEX with your bumper stickers on his 
CAR! Yes, 1 know it's a bit ironic to put these stickers on our 
horrible gas-guzzling vehicles of toxic disgust, but 1 try to drive 
the thing as minimally as I can. Mostly, 1 walk everywhere, so I 
figure I deserve to be bitter when 1 have to drive the '82 Ford 
piece-o-dung. 

Snuff-lt #3 rocks my pants, thank you for the interview with 
the ex-member; Every time 1 read it I either laugh myself silly or 
shudder and go into spasms. The human race is frighteningly 
stupid. I'll submit something next issue if I can; I'm slowly 
grinding towards another issue of my stupid project "Lame" and 
that compounded with all my music/composition projects and 
ten-bazillion bands and personal obligations makes sure that 1 
have NO fun at all, EVER. 

Oh yeah, visit my web page, I been changin' it: 

http://www.engr.ucdavis.edu/~zkarcher 

Rev. Chris- Yes, there was more, but i cannot recall what 
exactly was it. Anyhow, a mere week after sending and receiving 
the above, i received the latest SNUFF iT, and i must state that i 
was again impressed. I have always known that i breeding was 
not at all for me, and although i have only recently pursued such 
a philosophy (after discovering the definition of what had before 
only been within me a vague but relatively eternally-practiced 
concept), it is one to which i shall forever adhere. Knowing that 
there are other folk out there who not only believe related 
philosophies and ethics but advocate them and still enjoy life, is 
nice to know. Cheers, Rev. Randall Tin-ear 

FOUR PRESCRIPTIONS EUTHANASIAN 

I (dukkha/suffering) 

there is consumption and overpopulation, and resultant 
suffering deriving from that 

II (tanha/craving) 

this suffering originates in craving which leads to 
conception at the expense of rationality 

III (nirvana/extinction) 

we may awaken from this nightmare by controlling our 
consumption and our population 

IIII (marga/path) 

the 8-Fold Path to this awakening may include things like 
suicide, abortion, cannibalism and sodomy (beautiful, healthy 
pursuits), it may also include vegetarianism, necrophilia, or any 



other voluntary, nonreproductive and consensual coordination. 

boboroshi 

eat people - not animals 

Chicago Holy Week, Act 1 April Fools Day As a number of 
anti-choice leaders converge for a leadership meeting at 
Christian Fellowship Church to discuss their plans for the DNC, 
the media receives press releases from a group called "Satanist 4 
Life," which read: FOR IMMEDIATE RELEASE Satanists 4 
Life will demonstrate in support of our fellow pro-lifers and 
especially our idol, the truly evil_ Joseph Mathias Scheidler. 
We will gather outside of the Pro Life Action Network 
Conference being held at 4220 W. 59th Street in Chicago on 
April 1st from 5pm to 6pm — At 5pm, as the antis are 
wrapping up their meeting, a flock of black-clad, devil-mask- 
wearing, sinister but stylish satanists is spotted approaching the 
church by Scheidler's toady, Tim Murphy. Acting with his usual 
incredible speed, Murphy stood & gaped as the group passed by, 
chanting "Hail Satan, Hail Scheidler" and "Don't Abort the Anti- 
Christ!." 

They took up position in front of the church, performed an 
evil ritual, sounded the Trumpet of Doom, and waved placards 
reading: "Pro-Life, Pro-Satan, Pro-Schiedler,""Save A Soul For 
Satan,""He's Dark, He's Evil, Mmmmm!" (with a picture of 
Operation Rescue leader Flip Benham wearing devil horns) and 
several others too dark to describe. They chanted with fanatical 
fervor: "Hey Hey, Ho Ho, Women's Rights Have Got To Go!," 
"Operation Rescue is led by a man, he's busy carrying out 
Satan's Plan!," "If you don't choose 'em, we can't abuse 'em!," 
"Not the Church, Not The State, Satan Will Decide Our Fate!" 
and many more. 

The satanists also passed out fliers, reading: 

CELEBRATE UNHOLY WEEK! Satanists 4 Life are here 
to express our support and solidarity with Operation Rescue and 
pro-life forces taking UnHoly Week and the battle for pre-born 
children to the streets of Chicago. Abortionists and clinic 
deathscorts must be punished for their theft of untainted souls 
from Satan's flock. Less abortions means more souls for Satan, 
and also more rape, murder, war, and sin—all in the name of 
traditional family values! Hail Satan! For this we are pleased, 
and we rejoice that the pro-life movement has eagerly made ties 
with and taken in militia men, klan members, and others that 
would cleanse the abortion mills with unholy fire. The links 
between Christian Reconstructionism, Christian Identity, and 
Satanism are many and united we can defeat abortion through 
low-intensity warfare. We must acknowledge the leading role of 
Joseph Scheidler, spiritual guider to the militant pro-life 
movement (following in the steps of Adolf Hitler, the occult 
fascist who outlawed abortion immediately upon attaining 
power), for his truly evil genius in bringing us all together. Hail 
Satan! 

Fox TV covered the support protest, distorting it with the 
usual media lies and describing it as some sort of pro-choice 
April Fools prank on the antis. But the fact remains, evil 
continues to lurk in the pro-life movement.... 

Hay Rev. Chris Korda! Cow's it going? Sorry about the delay in 
replying to your email of 5/7 but been so busy haven't had time 
for the Net lately and fallen far behind in corresponding. 

Received Snuff It issues and 1 must say they are damn good. 


1 still prefer hard copies of publications to downloading them on 
the Web. Will be sending you an order via snail mail for some t- 
shirts in the days ahead. 

Some suggested "blurbs" for the link: It's not the cows that 
are mad-it's the humans. Vegetarians eat vegetables, beware of 
humanitarians! Nothing Here Is Real Or Imagined! 

My Prodigy Web Page is basically an ad for the zine. I 
haven't had time to really do with it what 1 want but hope to add 
more text in the future and yes I will add a link to CoE. I spend 
alot of time on the print version and haven't got the hang of 
producing an electronic zine yet. In the months ahead I'll 
probably be getting an ISP as I'm starting to feel stifled by my 
AOL and Prodigy accounts. 

DAILY COW is basically a "fun" zine about cows but those 
who have been along for the ride since its inception know how 
to read between the lines in my cow stories. I don't know if 1 
would call it propaganda-the word that comes to my mind is 
satire. 1 just write what is on my mind and whatever the 
"Mystery Cow" tells me to! Most folks who request a sample 
issue are expecting a cute zine about cows and those who can't 
take my writing don't come back for more. 

I will look through my past writings and email you at a later 
date the stuff that might work in SI. If there is anything in the 
issue that I sent you that you would like to use please do so. I'll 
also send you some back issues along with my order for some t- 
shirts as mentioned above. 

I work as a secretary during the day with the Passaic Board 
of Education at the High School in the MediaCenter and see the 
awful results of human overbreeding every day. Our school 
enrollment has increased about 750 kids each year in the past 
three years. The Board is having to lease new buildings every 
year and build additions on existing schools to compensate for 
the overcrowding. 1 live in a building where the apartments are 
very small and yet my fellow tenants insist on overbreeding and 
providing shelter to their young ones in a space that only one 
would be comfortable in. Needless to say the problem of 
overbreeding is all around me daily but how do you speak up 
about it? Procreation is the most sacred of rights and if you talk 
about it to people (even intelligently) they think you are a Nazi 
or something worse. Why do only a few of us see what is 
wrong? Why are so many fools still bringing children into the 
world? 1 have a full life and never had any children-what is this 
compulsion to breed? 

Thanks again for you email and would appreciate a link 
from your site. I'll be sending you some snail mail soon as 
mentioned above and I thank you for speaking out about the 
unspeakable. We need less eggs and sperm and more guts! 

Moo Oom, David R. Wyder/Daily Cow 

"If I could drop dead right now, I'd be the happiest man alive." 
(Samuel Goldwyn) 

"There is no death. Only a change of worlds." (Chief Seattle 
of the Dwamish Tribe) 

I've got one question to the worshipers of the church of 
euthanasia. I see only one problem with your solution to over 
population (ie. kill your self). If people actually did start killing 
themselves to stop the population explosion, wouldn't that mean 
a decline in the numbers of your worshipers, and wouldn't it also 
mean more elbow room for the rabits who are overpopulating 




the earth to gain even more numbers. In fact, by shortening your 
lifespans you would be stopping the growth of your belief 
systems. Your use of sexual alternatives also limits the growth 
of the church because the next generation of church goers (ie the 
most rabid followers) will not exist. 

COE, 

I have spent many hours reading through your material and 
carefully weighing the evidence and I have to say that with 
careful, logical reasoning anybody could convert to your 
theology. Keep up the good work and never lose the inherent 
humor you posess. One day maybe everyone will realize how 
pointless it all is :) 

Thanks again, 

Jason J. McLaughlin Student, Operatic Tenor and Devout 
People Hater. 

I believe. I am a convert. I think the suicide hotline is a great 
idea. 1 will send you all the money I can. 1 want to become a 
priest in the church of euthanasia. I feel that I am only a step 
away from enlightenment. All I need is the final push over the 
edge. I have already begun to spread the word. I am a student at 
William Paterson college in NJ. I have brought euthanasia into 
many class room discussions. I have already convinced many 
fellow students and 1 professor to open their hearts to death, 
population control is the only cure for poverty and destruction of 
the earth. 1 feel that it is time for the church to move from 
beyond cyber space and into the physical relm. All people must 
leam the dangers of human reproduction. They should all realize 
that it must be stopped at all costs. Masturbation not copulation 
is the only way to true freedom! Organizations like Save The 
Children should be stopped. They should realize that by saving 
the life of a child who was meant to die they are causing more 
misery and starvation to the others. I recently read Mark 
Mathabane's autobiography " Kaffir Boy." The suffering and 
indignity described in this book are shocking and upsetting to 
me. I pray to the great Spirit that these poor people can be put 
out of their misery. 

Dr. Thanatos 

You can count on me to help you in any way 1 can. If abortion 
were mandatory it would prevent people like me from ever 
being born. I once considered having kids but when 1 realized 
they might all turn out to look like me (I Look like Herve 
Vilachez), 1 immediately had my doctor castrate me. I'd kill 
myself but I'm too chicken shit. 1 just bought a new Harley and 
I'm hoping I'll have an unfortunate accident while riding it. As 
it is, my feet barely touch the ground when I sit on it and I can 
barely reach the handle bars. Lets hope I cross paths with a 
pyschotic truck driver! Keep up the good work! 

Marc (Herve) Bifano 

From Bill Maher's "Does Anybody Have a Problem With That? 
Politically Incorrect's Greatest Hits." Americans long ago fell in 
love with the concept of rights, and that includes the right to 
squabble over whose rights are more important, your rights or 
my rights. It used to be my right to smoke a cigarette anywhere I 
damn well pleased, but nonsmokers organized and fought and 
captured that flag. So, good for them. But the truth is, America 
causes cancer. It's in every unnatural product and process and 
place in our lives, so to pick out on noxious fume among the 


hundreds we imbibe each day probably won't change the 
statistics all that much. Which is fine, except if we're going to 
get huffy about people doing things that annoy us, let's not be so 
selective about it. Someone — let's say me — might enjoy 
cigarettes, but not children. Does that make me bad? I think it 
just makes me different, and not all that different. Plenty of 
people would rather have a cigarette than a child, and it's about 
time we stood up and demanded no-children sections just like 
they have no-smoking sections in restaurants and airplanes, 
because a screaming baby on a Continental red-eye is as hard on 
everyone's heart and blood pressure as two packs of Luckys. 
Don't make me get the statistics, beause there are none, which is 
ridiculous. If they study the effects of secondhand smoke, they 
should study the effects of second-hand screaming and bratty 
behavior. They say everybody loves kids, but that's wrong. 
Everybody loves their *own* kids. I don't like your kids any 
more than you like my cigarettes. In fact, your kids are the 
reason I smoke. A parent shares their child's joy and pain; I just 
get the pain. And children under two years old? They act like 
such...well, babies. Like screaming and crying is really a way to 
solve your problems. When 1 see how a child under two years 
old is behaving, 1 just want to say to him, 'Grow up. Just grow 
up." Even churches once had crying rooms, and 1 think we well 
know that the Church loves its kids — sometimes a little too 
much. But it only seems fair that if I can put out my cigarette, 
you can tell your kid to shut up. Because if you don't tell your 
kid to shut up, the next time, when you're not looking, I'm gonna 
give him a cigarette. 

There's a church full of people that revere a human being who 
claimed to be a deity. They worship the weapon that was used to 
kill this man. They celebrate their rememberance of him by 
eating the flesh of his dead body and drinking the blood of his 
body. They strut around preaching morality while most of them 
are more hypocritical than the so called heretics that live in 
todays society. 

What religion am I talking about? 



The Birth 


Steam engine, burgundy vinyl seats 
I sit trance-like. 

Waiting for the end of the line 
A hispanic woman in camouflage shares 
The most intimate moment of her 
Child's birth, with strangers 
On a train. 

I try not to envision the miracle of life 
Passing from this woman's womb 

I shake my head, turn away 

But the image holds 

"It was like nothing" she says 

I see her face crinkled in labor 

A drop (or two) of sweat on her 

Brow (minus the glitter of today) 

She heaves her immense chest 
And with one effortless push 
Another human being enters our world 

To breathe the air 
To keep someone awake at night 
To dirty a thousand diapers 
To crowd the train 


-Lori Lundberg 
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Come here my wedded wife 

Or do I have to get the knife 

Do I have to take you life 

Or to the Goat will you be nice 

I unzip my trousers just for you 

For there's one thing that you must do 

And if you think it's sucking dick 

I'm afraid you must know a better trick 

When a woman touches my pole 

I get so mad I lose control 

It really gets the Goat annoyed 

So my penis just avoid 

Rather you must suck my bag 

Ball to cheeks now don't you gag 

Hairy, meaty, big and bouncy 

Hairy, meaty, big and bouncy 

Mouthful of Bag! Yours for the taking 

My dick for my balls, there'll be no mistaking 

If you touch my dick, your jaws will be aching 

As you suck my balls, think of the sperm that they're making! 

Listen bitch, you best not gag 

On my holy treat: a mouth full of bag 

You better suck my ball sac 

Keep you mouth full so you can't talk back 

I don't want to hear a single peep 

In your mouth so nice and deep 

If your lips get close to my dick 

Your cocksucking head will get a swift kick 

I guess you must like that emergency room 

And the ambulance and the doctors too 

The way your lips slip to my cock 

You must be dumb as a fucking rock 

I told you once I told you twice 

Touching my penis isn't nice 

I told you thrice I told you four 

Stay away from the cock you whore 

I know my meat is suckulicious 

But my ball sac is even more delicious 

Horny bitch be satisfied 

With my balls or I'll tan your hide 

A hospital room with your name on the door 

Is what you'll earn you lusty whore 

Now just learn to control yourself 

If you want to preserve your fucking health 

Mouthful of bag! A treat so holy 

Testes inside, so happy just knowing 

The semen inside, soon will be flowing 

Into your hair, not down your throat nor your twat 

Did I hear, you got a problem? 

I didn't think so, my testes can solve them 
Family jewels, you must revere 



For I'm hung like a bull with a cock you must fear! 

-Towpath 



The Missing Link 


The human/"animal" dichotomy is the most pervasive, 
atrocious, and accepted division between individuals. That the 
intermediaries between humans and our nonhuman ancestors are 
extinct makes this dichotomy no less arbitrary. We are apes, 
after all, and we evolved from the ancestors of the animals we now 
systematically exploit. We've even used the mechanisms of 
evolution to domesticate animals for such purposes as expediently 
turning them into carcasses for food. Nowhere else is the 
hierarchical treatment of differences played out so callously as 
with speciesism. 

The favored excuse for animal slavery is that evolution is 
hierarchical by nature, and that humans are simply at the top of 
an inherently predatory food chain. This excuse is lame, first 
because there is no strict hierarchy in the predatory order. 
Second, the very fact that we're able to contemplate our dietary 
choices beyond the terms of our own palate suggests a biological 
purpose for this ability. If we are to believe that empathy is 
purposeful when evoked by human suffering, we cannot deny that it 
is also meaningful when evoked by seeing other animals' pain. 
Common sense tells us that unnecessary suffering ought to be 
avoided. 

We have a species-blind capacity to feel bad about others' 
pain. We also have a species-blind capacity to desensitize 
ourselves to others' pain. Both capacities have been exercised 
throughout human history. Humans are exercising their ability to 
ignore human suffering in countless ways right now. People in 
China are being executed by anal electrocution for committing 
victimless crimes. Foxes are being killed on "ranches" by the 
thousands in the same way to become fur coats. People would like 
to think that these sick acts are very different. The foxes also 
have parents who would grieve over their deaths had they not been 
murdered themselves by the fiends who bred them. Above all else a 
fox's life matters as much to herself as a person's life matters 
to herself. 

There are no traits possessed by all humans and no nonhuman 
animals except for the obvious physical differences. Higher 
intelligence, the capacity for deliberate moral choices, and all 
other traits cited by animal slavery apologists are absent in some 
humans--severely retarded people being the perfect example. 
Anyone who thinks that chimpanzees aren't intelligent enough to be 
spared from torture in laboratories must think the same of 
severely retarded people, or abandon that belief. There are 
plenty of other examples, all pointing toward the fact that there 
are no morally relevant differences between the human species and 
other animal species. The capacity to suffer and have interests 
is the only sound criterion for whether or not an individual has 
rights. It is certain that the animals people exploit, from cows 
to rats to worms to monkeys, have these capacities. 

Accordingly, it is imperative that we consider their 
interests in every choice we make. Each dollar spent on eggs is a 
vote for the lifetime confinement of 3-5 chickens per 18"xl8" cage 
in a factory farm. When sent off to the slaughterhouse they, and 



"poultry chickens" who have never seen the light of day, are hung 
by their feet and stunned. This stunning is just enough to 
immobilize them but leave them conscious as their throats are slit 
and they are moved along the automated line to a pool of 
electrified water where they are killed if they haven't bled to 
death by then. Each buck spent on beef or leather creates the 
demand for more cows to live and be killed in similarly 
excruciating ways. Buying dairy products supports the very same 
industries and the inevitable slaughter of the animals when they 
are "unproductive." Money given to companies like Gillette and 
Proctor & Gamble who perform lethal animal tests not required by 
law is a mandate for the continuance of this useless cruelty. As 
overwhelming as the consumer changes needed to stop causing animal 
suffering may seem they're all easy with the right information. 
Getting animal products out of one's life is often a gradual 
process, and there are plenty of places to start. 

A less talked-about offshoot of the human/"animal" dichotomy 
is the ways in which human cultural evolution has made our lives 
less rich. I'm of the mind that in the truest sense nothing is 
unnatural. It makes no sense to argue that technology created by 
human animals is not part of the natural world. There are, 
however, other compelling reasons to reject some aspects of 
industrialization. Earthquakes are natural, but they are the sort 
of events whose consequences we shouldn't willfully reproduce. 
Humans calculate and carry out "unnatural" disasters on a daily 
basis. They commit mass murders over differences in dogmatic 
belief systems. Americans print up bumper stickers, t-shirts, and 
other propaganda for wars known by other euphemisms. Yet much of 
the disaster that is industrial civilization takes more subtle and 
seemingly innocuous forms. 

What we've learned to see as social order--urbanization and 
domestication--is alienating us from the environs that are vital 
to the well being of apes like ourselves. Cultural evolution 
adheres to biological evolution as a rule. The development of 
private dwellings for each family unit (in most human cultures) is 
an outgrowth of some mental need to have such privacy and 
security. It seems that the human ape is fallible in its 
assessment of which actions will fulfill its needs. This stands 
to reason in view of animal behavior in general. Many species 
engage in some blatantly futile (from the standpoint of need- 
satisfying) behavior. Dogs and cats can be seen chewing at scabs 
that will subsequently become infected. The exponentially higher 
intelligence of humans and the mass-mobilizing behaviors it 
enables translate into an exponentially larger margin of error in 
judgment. 

When unhealthy decisions are made by humans they often have 
consequences that are further-reaching than those of other 
animals' actions. The human level of organization which makes gun 
production, for example, possible makes massive, calculated (or 
miscalculated) suffering possible. There are surely correlations 
between the capacity for easy violence, the fear of senseless 
violence, the need for shelter from other people, the separateness 
of families within communities, and the lack of community that 
exists in industrialized society. Community is more than just 



healthy for human apes--it's vital, and its erosion in our 
societies is truly dispiriting. That most of us hardly know our 
neighbors is testament to the unhealthiness of industrialized 
"communities." We care less about those we know less. 

Humans' alienation from the living world is the ultimate 
tragedy. We bury flora under cement--the product of sediments, 
composed largely of once living matter. We extinguish life with 
layers of fossil material to achieve a mobility that separates 
families and to provide impenetrable shelter. These fortresses of 
fear are needed only for the fact that we've made violence easy 
and created a cause for it. The fact that we're born without the 
right to free land within which to sustain ourselves is the root 
of economic class, and the unceasing strife it involves. When 
societies begin designating criteria for land "ownership," self- 
interest prevails and groups that happen to have the most valuable 
resources hoard them as a privilege of their group. Racism and 
religion delineate these economic groups. Poverty is violence, as 
a famous vegetarian once said, and the deprivation of life 
resources breeds more tangible instances of violence. Real 
communities will not exist so long as some claim ownership of much 
more than they need or can use and others don't have the resources 
to live. 

A remedy for the mess of human industrialization is a 
dumbfounding prospect. It's clear that restoring much of the 
surroundings that other great apes thrive upon is part of the 
solution. Granted, our sort of intelligence does need stimulation 
beyond what's found in the lives of other apes. We can only hope 
to strike a balance between the living atmosphere and the sense of 
order our species craves. I believe that we've created more 
"order," or coordination within and among societies, than we can 
deal with in a healthy way. No other species exhibits such self¬ 
destructive behavior. Depression, suicide and chronic stress are 
all phenomena largely confined to human apes. Suicide, in 
particular, is an almost entirely human phenomenon. The other 
phenomena cited above are insignificant in the lives of other 
mammals and show up most often in species domesticated by, 
dependent upon, or directly interfered with by our species. 

There is evidently something desperately wrong with the 
direction of human cultural evolution. The conditions of 
industrialization mentioned above must play a large part in our 
malaise and self-destructiveness. Yet to be honest, and downright 
cynical, the kind of intelligence we possess seems inherently 
distressing. I'm sure that early homo sapiens were a healthier 
bunch than nearly all modern human civilizations. I suspect, 
though, that even they were more neurotic than other animals. The 
human capacity to ponder is every bit as disturbing as it is 
enthralling. We understand ourselves as part of a universe that 
lends itself to study, but is ultimately incomprehensible. We've 
created religious dogmas to numb the most uniquely human capacity 
of our minds--namely philosophizing. Knowledge, as we know it, is 
pain as much as power. 

What does one make of all these ideas? Solid proof that 
philosophizing is useless? Maybe. If there is good reason to 
redirect our species' development, then it cannot be done without 



a great deal more philosophy. Confusion abounds. Philosophy, 
like all things but suffering, is not bad in itself. Whatever it 
takes for the human psychosis to end, may it happen. If we don't 
correct it, time will probably rid the earth of it with our 
extinction. Whether that extinction is self-imposed or not, there 
is some solace in the likelihood that the orderly mayhem of 
humanity will cease. Until then, may pity and love, the most 
called-for emotions, pervade our thoughts. 

Highly recommended zine: Live Wild or Die! from Santa Cruz, CA. A 
truly revolutionary zine filled with militant, sarcastic, and 
hilarious articles and cartoons. Their agenda is one of earth 
liberation, animal liberation, technology destruction, and a sort 
of naturalistic anarchy. Issue #3, like others I've read, is 
full of monkey-wrenching ideas and reports of actions by Earth 
First! and the Animal Liberation Front. There's also some good 
writing about gender and sexuality, although some of the eco- 
warrior stuff comes off as too macho for my tastes. No cost 
specified. Write to PO Box 329, Santa Cruz CA 95061 



CHURCH MOVIES 


I. Eraserhead 

2 . Koyaanisqatsi 
3. Providence 

4 . The Man Who Fell to Earth 

5. THX 1138 

6. Hearts and Minds 

7. Network 

8. Soylent Green 

9. Being There 

10. Liquid Sky 

II. Clearcut 

12 . Man Facing Southeast 

13. The Gods Must Be Crazy 

14. Metropolis 

15. Dr. Strangelove 



MY WAY by Temmu Maki (30 minutes). 


Goulish translucent face: "Rejection of pain killed you." Hellish 
industrial landscape shrounded in smoke: "When your dreams turn to 
shit, just pass them on to your children." 

1990-2040 Earth's temperature will rise 4 degree Celsius. 

Today man uses 20 times more pesticides than he did 20 years ago. 
During every ten years continents lose 7 percent of their soil to 
erosion because of erosion caused by man. 

Every minute, two hectares of fruitful soil is covered with 
asphalt. The speed is accelerating. 

Every year, 2000 square kilometers of rainforest is turned into 
desert by man. 

By 2020 all rainforests will be gone. 

Blame yourself. 

Christian preacher: "Nature never forgives, but God does." 
Televangelist: "One little word: comfort shall fell him (our Lord 
Jesus Christ of America)." Silver coins falling onto cupped hand. 
Gobs of shit dripping onto cupped hand. Man cutting down giant 
rainforest tree. 

By 2010 half of all animal and plant species will become extinct. 
Blame yourself. 

American flag. BMW logo. Man kneels down behind BMW, unzips 
himself, and fucks its tailpipe. Woman describes holding a pot 
into which a "president" (her client?) shits, and them helping him 
eat it, while she verbally abuses him. 

Capitalist has lost the connection between his body and mind. 
Property is your substitute for body. To preserve this illusory 
body, you keep it growing, forcing it to imitate organic being. By 
consumerism, you safeguard yourself from physical pain, and at the 
same time, make up for it by punishing your surrogate body for its 
non sentience... Trying to wake it up, imitating interaction of 
mind and body... Useless exorcism. 

More BMW fucking, chocolate being poured onto candy bars. "Be 
happy. The comfort you've demanded is now mandatory." Money, 
slicing finger with matte knife, bleeding on money, ejaculating on 
money, burning money, burning Christian flag. Constant beeping 
sound, starving Africans, dead Africans strewn about, rainforest, 
nuclear power plant from the air, billowing smoke, miles of 
refineries, giant fishnet underwater with many fish trapped and 
dying, strange wound, mountains of garbage. z P Society as 
symbiosis of fascism and humanism (with arm slicing). Nazi rally, 
the Pope, vicious bondage and whipping, glowing green crucifix 
(with erection?), storm troopers marching, "Are you a God?": two 
obese men facing each other with their tube like penis extensions 
in each other's mouths, one with a swastika on a stick protruding 
from his anus, the other with a crucifix similarly inserted. 



People in the prosperous West eagerly entertain themselves with 
feelings of pity and fear by watching human beings starve and die 
on tv news. Through this they for a moment successfully fight 
their alienation without taking back the pain they've rejected. 

More arm slicing... 

The artifacts of this culture do not refer back to sentience, but 
drown you in the comfortable numbness of alienating 
objects... Western history is the history of ever increasing 
sublimation. 

Sperm shooting onto the bloody arm slashes, kick boxing, fucking, 
baby being born in reverse, a kitten (if you're (squeamish, now 
would be a good time to stop watching) is slaughtered and beheaded 
with a hatchet.) 

To be a piece of meat in this machine appears rational and 
acceptable as soon as one is able to move away from the subjective 
viewpoint, to transgress the body and through losing the body, to 
lose one's individuality, to merge into the machine. Every living 
creature is born to kill, fuck, suffer and die. 

Burning the left hand with a candle while praying out loud Samuel 
Beckett's "My way is in the sand flowing." Robe being tied, the 
end, 1992. Marquis de Sade, Heraclitus, Simone de Beauvoir, 
Michael Foucault, Wilhelm Reich, Freud, Friedrich Nietzsche. 



I don't have to tell you things are bad. Everybody knows things 
are bad. It's a depression. Everybody's out of work, or scared 
of losing their job, the dollar buys a nickel's worth, banks are 
going bust, shopkeepers keep a gun under the counter, punks are 
running wild in the streets, and there's nobody anywhere who seems 
to know what to do and there's no end to it. We know the air is 
unfit to breathe and our food is unfit to eat, and we sit watching 
our TVs while some local newscaster tells us that today we had 
fifteen homicides and 63 violent crimes as if that's the way it's 
supposed to be! We know things are bad, worse than bad. They're 
crazy, it's like everything everywhere is going crazy, so we don't 
go out anymore, we sit in the house, and slowly the world we're 
living in is getting smaller, and all we say is please, at least 
leave us alone in our living rooms, let me have my toaster and my 
TV and my steel-belted radials and I won't say anything, just 
leave us alone! Well I'm not going to leave you alone. I want 
you to get mad! I don't want you to protest, I don't want you to 
riot, I don't want you to write to your congressman because I 
wouldn't know what to tell you to write, I don't know what to do 
about the depression and the inflation and the Russians and the 
crime in the street, all I know is that first, you've got to get 
mad! You've got to say "I'm a human being, goddamnit, my life has 
value! " 

So, I want you to get up now. I want all of you to get up out of 
your chairs. I want you get to up right now, and go to the 
window, open it, and stick your head out and yell "I'm as mad as 
hell, and I'm not going take this anymore!" 



Edward George Ruddy died today! Edward George Ruddy was the 
chairman of the board of the Union Broadcasting Systems and he 
died at eleven o'clock this morning of a heart condition and woe 
is us! We're in a lot of trouble! 

So...A rich little old man with white hair died. What has that 
got to do with the price of rice, right? And why is that woe to 
us? Because you people, and sixty-two million other Americans are 
listening to me right now. Because less than three percent of you 
people read books! Because less than fifteen percent of you read 
newspapers! Because the only truth you know is what you get over 
this tube! Right now, there is a whole, an entire generation that 
never knew anything that didn't come out of this tube! 

This tube is the gospel, the ultimate revelation. This tube can 
make or break presidents, popes, prime ministers, this tube is the 
most awesome goddamn force in the whole godless world! And woe is 
us if it ever falls into the hands of the wrong people, and that's 
why woe is us that Edward George Ruddy died! 

Because this company is now in the hands of CCA, the Communication 
Corporation of America. There's a new chairman of the board, a 
man named Frank Hackett sitting in Mr. Ruddy's office on the 
twentieth floor. And when the twelfth largest company in the 
world controls the most awesome goddamn propaganda force in the 
whole godless world, who knows what SHIT will be peddled for truth 
on this network! 

So you listen to me. Listen to me! Television is not the truth! 

Television's a goddamn amusement park! Television is a circus, a 
carnival, a travelling troupe of acrobats, storytellers, dancers, 
singers, jugglers, sideshow freaks, lion tamers and football 
players! We're in the boredom killing business! 

So if you want the truth... Go to God! Go to your gurus! Go to 
yourselves! Because that's the only place you're ever going to 
find any real truth! Man, your never going to get any truth from 
us. We'll tell you anything you want to hear, we lie like hell. 
We'll tell you that Kojack always gets the killer, and nobody ever 
gets cancer in Archie Bunker's house, and no matter how much 
trouble the hero is in, don't worry, just look at your watch, at 
the end of the hour he's going to win! We'll tell you any shit 
you want to hear. 

We deal in illusions, man, none of it is true! But you people sit 
there day after day, night after night, all ages, colors, 
creeds...We're all you know! You're beginning to believe the 
illusions we're spinning here! You're beginning to think that the 
tube is reality, and that your own lives are unreal! You do 
whatever the tube tells you! You dress like the tube, you eat 
like the tube, you raise your children like the tube, you even 
FUCK like the tube! This is mass madness, you maniacs! In God's 
name, you people are the real thing, we are the illusion! So turn 
off your television sets, turn them off now, turn them off right 
now, turn them off and leave them off! Turn them off right in the 



middle of this sentence that I'm speaking to you now, TURN THEM 
OFF! 

-Howard Beale, the Mad Prophet of the Airwaves 



Good morning, Mr. Beale. They tell me you're a madman. 

Well, 'tis a little early. 

How are you now? 

Mad as a hatter. 

Who isn't? I'm going to take you into our conference room. It 
seems more seemly a setting for what I have to say to you. 

I started as a salesman, Mr. Beale. I sold sewing machines, and 
automobile parts, hairbrushes, and electronic equipment. They say 
I can sell anything. I'd like to try to sell something to you. 
Valhalla, Mr. Beale. Please sit down. 

You have meddled with the primal forces of nature, Mr. Beale, and 
I WON'T HAVE IT! Is that clear? Do you think you've merely 
stopped a business deal? That is not the case. The Arabs have 
taken billions of dollars out of this country and now they must 
put it back! It is ebb and flow, tidal gravity, it is ecological 
balance! You are an old man who think in terms of nations and 
peoples. There are no nations. There are no peoples. There are 
no Russians. There are no Arabs. There are no Third Worlds. 
There is no West. There is only one holistic system of systems, 
one vast, [endimane? and imane?], interwoven, interacting, multi- 
varied, multinational dominion of dollars. Petro-dollars, 

electro-dollars, multi-dollars, reichmarks, francs, rubles, 
pounds, and shekels. It is the international system of currency 
which determines the totality of life on this planet. That 
is...the natural order of things today. That is the atomic, and 
subatomic, and galactic structure of things today! And you have 
meddled with the primal forces of nature! And YOU...WILL...ATONE! 

Am I getting through to you, Mr. Beale? 

You get up on your little 21-inch screen, and howl about America 
and democracy. There is no America. There is no democracy. 
There is only IBM and ITT and AT&T, and Dupont, Dow, Union 
Carbide, and Exxon. Those are the nations of the world today. 
What do you think the Russians talk about in their councils of 
state? Karl Marx? They get out their linear programming charts, 
statistical decision theories, min and max solutions, and compute 
the price-cost probabilities of their transactions and 
investments, just like we do. We no longer live in a world of 
nations and ideologies, Mr. Beale. The world is a college of 
corporations, inexorably determined by the immutable by-laws of 
business. The world...is a business, Mr. Beale. It has been 
since man crawled out of the slime. And our children will live, 
Mr. Beale, to see that...perfect world...in which there is no war, 
or famine, oppression or brutality. One vast and ecumenical 
holding company, for whom all men will work to serve a common 
profit...in which all men will hold a share of stock...all 
necessities provided...all anxieties ...tranquilized...all 

boredom...amused. And I have chosen... you, Mr. Beale, to preach 



this evangel. 

Why me? 

Because you're on television, dummy. Sixty million people watch 
you every night of the week. 

I have seen the face of God. 

You just might be right, Mr. Beale. 



. . .because at the bottom of all of our terrified souls, we know 
that democracy is a dying giant, a sick, sick, dying, decaying 
political concept, writhing in its final pain. I don't mean that 
the United States is finished as a world power, the United States 
is still the most powerful, the most advanced country in the 
world, light years ahead of any other country, and I don't mean 
the Communists are going to take over the world, because the 
Communists are deader than we are. What is finished, is the idea 
that this great country is dedicated to the freedom and 
flourishing of every individual in it. It's the individual that's 
finished. It's the single solitary human being that's finished. 
It's every single one of you out there that's finished. Because 
this is no longer a nation of independent individuals. It's a 
nation of some two hundred-odd million transistorized, deodorized, 
whiter-than-white steel-belted bodies, totally unnecessary as 
human beings and as replaceable as piston rods. 

Well, the time has come to say, is dehumanization such a bad word, 
because good or bad, that's what is so. The world is becoming 
humanoid, creatures that look human but aren't. Oh, it's not just 
us, we're just the most advanced country so we're getting there 
first. The whole world's people are becoming mass-produced, 
programmed, numbered, insensitive... 



You're being docile as hell about this. 

Aw hell, Diana, I knew it was over with us weeks ago. 

Will you...go back to your wife? 

I'll give it try, but I don't think she'll have me. Don't worry 
about me. I'll manage, I always have, I always will. I'm more 
concerned about you. You're not the loser type. So I figure a 
year, maybe two before you crack up, or jump out of your 14th 
floor office window. 

Stop selling. Max. I don't need you. 


I don't want your pain. I don't want your menopause and decay and 
death. I don't need you Max, now get out of here! 

You need me. You need me badly. Because I'm you're last contact 
with human reality. I love you. And that painful, decaying love 
is the only thing between you and the shrieking nothingness you 
live the rest of the day. 

Then don't leave...me. 

It's too late Diana. There's nothing left in you I can live with. 

You're one of Howard's humanoids. If I stay with you I'll be 
destroyed. Like Howard Beale was destroyed. Like Ring Hobbs was 
destroyed. Like everything you and the institution of television 
touch is destroyed. You're television incarnate, Diana. 
Indifferent to suffering, insensitive to joy. All of life is 
reduced to the common rubble of banality. War, murder, 
death... all the same to you as bottles of beer. And the daily 
business of life is...a corrupt comedy. You even shatter the 
sensations of time and space into...split seconds, and instant 
replays. You're madness Diana ... virulent madness ... and everything 
you touch dies with you. 

But not me. Not as long as I can feel pleasure... and pain... and 
love. And it's a happy ending. Wayward husband comes to his 
senses, returns to his wife with whom he's established a long and 
sustaining love, heartless young woman left alone in her arctic 
desolation, music up with a swell, final commercial. And here are 
a few scenes from next week's show. 



CHURCH NEWS 

Lydia Eccles Interviews Rev. Chris Korda 


LE : Last year about this time you were soliciting funds for a 
suicide assistance hotline. Whatever happened to that? 

CK: That was Pastor Scott's idea, and it got off to a great start. 

The plan was to get a 900 number, put up a billboard for it, 
maybe take out a few advertisements. People would call up and pay 
to hear suicide assistance messages from a voice mail system. We 
were going to have a bunch of prerecorded messages--celebrity 
suicides, techniques from A to Z, damned good reasons to do it, 
style, etiquette--you could listen to all these messages and get 
useful tips on how to kill yourself, without making a big mess and 
inconveniencing a lot of people--and meanwhile you'd be paying by 
the minute and the Church would be making money. I made a bet 
with Pastor Scott that he would never get Ackerley [our local 
billboard company] to put up the billboard, and that if he did I'd 
pay for the hotline. He won the bet; they would say things like, 
"Are you sure you want it to say 'suicide assistance hotline'? It 
almost sounds like you're going to help people kill themselves." 
He's such a smooth operator, he was able to totally flummox them. 
LE; They thought it was a suicide prevention hotline. 

CK: Absolutely. And we figured, what the hell? If Ackerley buys 
it, then maybe Nynex will buy it too. But it didn't work out that 
way. Nynex turned out to be quite a bit sharper than Ackerley. 
They took one look at our web site and the game was over. 

LE: But you had no problem getting the billboard up. 

CK: And what a great billboard it was: "Suicide Assistance 

Hotline--helping you every step of the way. Thousands helped, how 
about you?" It was just a shame that the number didn't work. 

LE: Did you contact lawyers about it? 

CK: Yeah, but we couldn't find one who'd take the case pro bono, 

and the ACLU didn't return our calls. 

LE: Did you do any research on the legality of providing concrete 
assistance to people who want to kill themselves? 

CK: Let them sue, we need the publicity. Besides, you can walk 
into any bookstore and buy a book like Final Exit that gives 
specific suicide instructions--drug dosages, everything. With Dr. 
Kevorkian leaving bodies in cars and getting away with it, I 
figured the courts probably wouldn't bother with us. 

LE: How about the other billboard activities this year? 

CK: Well, there was a billboard modification in Cambridge... 

LE: "Man's mind, once stretched by a new idea-- 

CK: "never regains its original dimensions." That's right. It 
was modified to say "Man's anus, once stretched by"-- 
LE & CK: "a big penis" 

CK: "never regains its original dimensions." Now whoever did 

this--these were obviously very disturbed individuals with 
sociopathic tendencies, presenting a serious danger to society. 

LE: Although they were advocating sodomy so technically the Church 
would have to stand aside and applaud. 

CK: But we can't have people running around modifying billboards 
and so forth; I mean, that's against the law. 

LE: I heard that the billboard got a lot of attention, and that 




the Boston Herald was interested and wanted to do a story but the 
editors nixed it. 

CK: Isn't that funny, that's what I heard too. I also heard that 
while the culprits were putting it up, people were stopping their 
cars in the middle of the street and honking their horns and 

hooting and hollering and getting out of their cars and taking 

pictures. It's kind of interesting that the Boston Herald went to 
all the trouble to send a crew down there to take pictures and 
interview everybody about it and then nixed the story at the last 
minute, but I guess you can't expect too much from the Boston 

Herald. 

LE : I heard it was up on the bulletin board at the paper, and 

everybody really liked it. But I guess the editorial decision- 
makers--their minds remained the original size. 

CK: [laughs] 

LE : How about the Institute for Global Dada event--this was during 
the heyday of Pat Buchanan, during the primaries, when Buchanan 
was making anti-Semitic remarks-- 
CK: He'd just won New Hampshire, hadn't he? 

LE: Yes, and he'd just come to speak in Massachusetts and was 
using all kinds of military rhetoric--you know, really violent- 
sounding metaphors. 

CK: It was primary day in Massachusetts, around 7:30 in the 
morning, in front of the Boston Public Library--the largest 
polling place in Boston, where all the Beacon Hill brahmins in 
their pin-striped suits go to vote. You were already there with 
Doug and Jamie, holding "Unabomber for President" signs. 
Meanwhile, we're tooling down the sidewalk with what looks like a 
giant black tampon. We unroll it, and hoist it up, and suddenly 
it's a 25-foot wide, 13-foot tall black banner, with giant red 
letters that say "GOP" and the "0" is a solid red circle with a 
black swastika cut out of it. 

LE: Like something you would see carried down a very wide 
thoroughfare during a Nazi demonstration. 

CK: Yeah, it took 4 people to hold it. Within 60 seconds, we were 
live on New England Cable, and a few minutes later the WRKO van 
was going by and they literally slammed on the brakes and pulled 
over. They put me on the air and asked me what I was doing, and I 
told them I was a Buchanan supporter. I said I was there to 
support my candidate like everyone else, and that Buchanan was the 
face of fascism in America. I stuck to my story, and finally Jim 
Rappaport [chairman of the state Republican committee] got on the 
air and called me disgusting. It was pure situationism, because 
on any other day the cops would have just said, "you're outta 
here" and that would have been it. But this was one day when the 
cops couldn't tell anybody to not hold a sign because everybody 
was holding signs, everywhere! All they could do was make sure 
that we were a certain distance from the polling booth--it was 
actually quite funny, because the cop came out and said "Look, you 
all have to move"--what was it?--"a hundred feet from the polls." 

Right? So one of the republican guys says to the cop, "You just 
mean them, right, not us?" And the cop starts yelling "Everybody! 

Everybody a hundred feet from the polls!" So everybody had to 

back up. It was an amazing thing to see. It got pretty rough 



towards the end, though--the library staff finally took matters 
into their own hands. The manager and the manager's assistant 
came out with their goon and started pushing and shoving, trying 
to make us take the banner down, saying we were on private 
property when we weren't, and then the goon threw hot coffee in 
Toto's face and punched him in the mouth. He was only taking 
pictures and got his lip busted--it was very unpleasant. I guess 
that's what happens when you call a spade a spade. 

LE: You spent a week at the Democratic National Convention 
campaigning for Unapack [the Unabomber for President Campaign] and 
then afterwards we all stopped off in Gary, Indiana and took 
photographs there. What was the reason for stopping in Gary and 
what is the significance of Gary to the Church? 

CK: I viewed it from the beginning as making a pilgrimage to Gary. 

I grew up in New York, but I'd always heard that Gary beat 
anything I'd ever seen, so I felt it was my duty to go out there 
and see what had been done to the Earth. We were driving down I- 
90 when suddenly you could actually see it from the highway; I 
remember the moment very clearly--we were all stunned. I don't 
think any of us were prepared for just how complete and utter the 
devastation was--it went on for miles and miles and you could see 
the clouds of smoke in the air. It really was a scene from hell. 

At that time, I knew that I would have to go to where the 
refineries were, to get up close and see it. I hooked up with $t. 
@ndrew (OGYR Network) and Pope Phred, and they drove us out there. 

I was staying with Deacon Kelly, and he kind of knew his way 
around, so he came along too. We were driving around all day, 
looking at the refineries. We stayed in the car mostly, but I got 
out and got down on my knees and prayed in front of one. I was so 
moved that you and I decided it would be worth it to go out there 
and do it again, do it properly. 

LE; We tried to get close to one of them and ended up getting 
followed by security. 

CK: It was a disaster! We were being followed the whole time by 
these Cherokee Jeep things with flashing lights on them. We were 
in the belly of the beast and they didn't like us one bit. They 
pulled us over and asked us to leave, and instead we pulled over 
somewhere else and got out and started taking pictures inside the 
perimeter, and then they nailed us. They wanted our film, and I 
think they were pretty much ready to haul us off until you told 
them we were doing a fashion shoot. 

LE; One of the things that amazed me was in the midst of all that 
wasteland and smoke to see tract housing popping up in between the 
factories every once in a while. 

CK: It was right out of Eraserhead; people living in the middle of 
an industrial wasteland. People are born and raised and grow old 
and die without ever leaving Gary, Indiana. I've never seen 
anything worse. 

LE: You also made a pilgrimage to the Rainbow this year--tell me 
about that. 

CK: The Church's annual meeting was held at the Rainbow Gathering, 
somewhere in the Ozark National Forest, in Missouri. It was my 
first Gathering, so it was quite an experience for me. I drove 
down with my friend Kevin--he's been to a bunch of them and told 



me a bit about it, but nothing could have prepared me for it 
really; it was unlike anything else I've been exposed to. The 
most obvious difference is it's a money-free zone; it's considered 
deadly impolite to offer people money at a Gathering. Another big 
difference is there's no homeless people; the general idea is that 
even if you have only the most minimal social skills, somewhere, 
somehow, somebody's going to feed you. There are people who show 
up with nothing, not even a cup or a spoon or a blanket. Nobody's 
going to serve them without a cup--they're going to have to find 
one or make one out of a Pepsi bottle or something. But once they 
do then somebody's going to feed them and they're going to be 
taken care of and not just left to die. That's a very different 
way of looking at things. Some people arrive months before and 
put tremendous energy and love into feeding people, other people 
show up with nothing--most people are somewhere in the middle, and 
hopefully it all balances out. 

LE; Did you do any Church activities while you were there, I mean 
aside from having your meeting? 

CK: Well, I came prepared to cause major trouble. I lugged all 
these signs in with me, like, "The Rainbow Family is Big Enough", 
"Bear Asses Not Children, " "A Hippie with Kids is Looking for 
Work," "Peace, Love and Sterility"--I was prepared to really tear 
it up with those Rainbow people. 

LE ; This was because you thought there'd be a lot of breeders. 

CK: And there were a lot of breeders. But when it came down to 
it, I just couldn't do it. I would have been totally by myself. 
I couldn't find a single other person to carry one of those signs. 
LE : Also I got the impression that you wanted to just enjoy the 
experience of being there. 

CK: Yeah, I didn't want to have to be the Reverend the whole time. 

I wanted to enjoy being close to the Earth, with like-minded 
people, and that's what I did and it was the most powerful 
spiritual experience I've ever had. The Fourth of July is the big 
day at the Gathering: the whole morning it's silent throughout the 
area, everyone forms a huge circle around the sacred fire, 
thousands of people meditating and praying their asses off, and 
then at noon the children arrive in a big parade, the energy is 
released, and everyone goes cuckoo. It was serious Earth magic, 
the largest scale magic I've ever participated in. 

LE: What is the purpose of the Rainbow? 

CK: Well, that's hard to say, because by long-standing tradition, 
no one speaks for the Rainbow family. The Rainbow family is 
everyone who's there. I think there's a strong Indian 
influence--for example decisions are made by consensus in open 
councils, as opposed to the democratic method, which is tyranny of 
the majority over the minority. There's lots of music, and 
hanging out, and eating, and taking care of each other, and making 
love, and purifying yourself. 

LE: You were there for a week. As a city kid, how was it being 
out in the woods for that long? 

CK: It was awfully hot, but clothing was optional, and there was a 
nice creek to dip in. It was a three-mile hike in, and I did the 
hike several times, one time with a 50 lb. bag of rice; that was 
rough. We were hauling around giant buckets of water and digging 



shitters and carrying wood. I'm not used to that type of thing, 
so my back hurt a lot, and the chiggers were gross, but overall it 
was very exhilarating for me. I was incredibly lucky; I found 
Scott Lamorte right away and he hooked Kevin and me up with his 
friends at Bi The Way kitchen. They are wonderful people; they 
welcomed me into their family, and I'm very grateful. 

LE; Okay, now I want to get on to the abortion clinic activities. 

How did that get started? 

CK: I'm really not sure. 

LE; I just remember that Der Spiegel [the German equivalent of 
Time Magazine] was coming. 

CK: Aaah, you're so right. I'd been wooing them all year, or 
they'd been wooing me, really; it just had been a matter of 
getting it hooked up. They'd been saying that they were going to 
come to Boston for months and they finally were coming and they 
were coming the week after we got back from Chicago. Pastor Kim 
and I talked about it and realized that we were going to have to 
show them a good time. I mean, they made it pretty clear that 
they weren't coming all the way to Boston just to sit around and 
chat and drink coffee. They wanted to see us in action. 

LE; So the first one was at Repro in Brookline, and Operation 
Rescue was supposedly going to be there but-- 
CK: Yeah, there was only a handful of them there. 

LE : Let's name off some of the signs you had because I know 
they're not all in the photos. "Fuck Breeding," "Sperm-Free Cunts 
for the Earth"-- 

CK: "Fetuses are for Scraping," "Depressed? Commit Spermicide"-- 
[also "Make Love, Not Babies," "No Kid, No Labor," "Love the 

Earth, Tie Your Tubes," and "Feeling Maternal? Adopt!"] Vermin 
Supreme was there, and he was in rare form that day. He had his 
Satan mask on and his little jiggling eyeballs--he had his 

megaphone out and he was harassing people going by, saying 
something about "This is Satan here, and I want you all to-- 
LE; "Watch TV, eat red meat, and try to drive your car as much as 
possible-- 

CK: "Read a newspaper, and throw it away." 

LE: "And together we can make hell on Earth." 

CK: [laughs] 

LE: He also asked passers-by to raise their hands if they were 
using contraception, or if they'd been sterilized. And a woman 
across the street was praying with a rosary, and Vermin was 

yelling with a megaphone that we were going to sacrifice a 

gerbil-- 

CK: Yes, we were going to sacrifice a gerbil to the unborn. 

LE: And you were singing, "All we are saying"-- 
CK: "All we are saying is fetus pate." 

LE : The neighborhood around the clinic is very affluent and 
boring, and it was great watching people walk by these incredible 
signs and Vermin in his Satan mask and the dolls nailed on to 
sticks with bloody hands and mouths--and many of these people 
would just walk by and pretend there was nothing strange going on 
at all. 

CK: We got a good reaction from the clinic escorts, though, and 
that was a huge relief. If they'd asked us to leave, we would 





have had to leave, because they're guarding the doors and 
hopefully keeping the Christians from going in there and shooting 
everybody. But the escorts liked us. 

LE: Now was that the clinic where the shooting actually took 
place? 

CK: No, that was the next weekend. Der Spiegel had such a good 
time that they decided to come back. We'd heard rumors that there 
was something big happening at Preterm, so Becky infiltrated 
Operation Rescue and got the inside dope. We wanted to turn the 
voltage way up, so we decided to make a 15 foot tall, 6 foot wide 
"Eat a Queer Fetus for Jesus" banner--we figured that might get 
their attention. We had the carnivorous babies again, but we used 
much bigger sticks, just in case there was trouble, and we added 
life-size skulls on top, painted blood-red. Also Vermin brought 
some gigantic cartoon fetuses that he'd made out of day-glo paper, 
plus we had all the signs from last time. 

LE: Since I was videotaping, I was at all of these events before 
you guys showed up, which was fun because I got to see you make 
your entrance. Before you came the Christians went marching down 
the sidewalk in formation singing hymns through megaphones. They 
got to the building and planted themselves and they were starting 
to say their prayers when all of a sudden I saw the "Eat a Queer 
Fetus for Jesus" banner come marching down the street. And 
everyone stopped, they were all staring in total disbelief. 

CK: We had at least 20 of our own people there, and we were 
marching down the street in formation with all of our stuff. The 
cops saw us coming, and the first thing they said was, "If you 
turn on that megaphone, we're going to arrest all of you." We 
came and we stayed--we were there for hours, in the rain. There 
were two TV stations, the cops were videotaping, the clinic was 
videotaping, the Christians were videotaping. It was a pitched 
battle: they had their trench and we had ours, and they were 
singing their hymns and praying and we were singing "Every Sperm 
is Sacred" and "All we are saying is fetus pate"-- 
LE: That was also where Nevada's speech premiered, right? 

CK: "Abortion as a Sacred Right." [see page 9] Pastor Kim 
screamed it at them until he lost his voice. 

LE: The police kept you behind the barricades for a while, until 
Vermin noticed that some of the Christians were doing a walking 
picket in front of the clinic. So he said, "If they can walk, we 
can walk." People were sneaking out one by one, and you ended up 
with a walking picket that was half Christians and half Church of 
Euthanasia. One person would walk by with a scraped fetus and 
right behind them would be someone holding "Fetuses are for 
Scraping." 

CK: [laughs] 

LE: And it was really confusing. The best thing about these 
events is that it creates confusion as to who's on what side. 

CK: We were standing in front of one of the clinics where a 
shooting had taken place not even a year ago, and there were five 
people from NOW [National Organization for Women] facing hundreds 
of Christians--it seemed to me that the situation called for 
extreme tactics. The pro-life agenda is fundamentally coercive; 
they want to push you into a situation where you have to respond 



to them. They seize control of the issue, and try to pin the 
violence on you, but we know perfectly well that the violence is 
coming from them. So our object is to unseat the Christians, to 
expose the violence that's slumbering in them. We want the 
violence to be on the surface, because when it's out in the open, 
it's less dangerous. 

LE: I think NOW's big problem is that they permit themselves to 
play the role of audience, and of course the news isn't going to 
cover the audience at a theatrical event. 

CK: NOW is fucking up. Abortion is restricted in almost every 
state, and if you don't have money, forget it. Why are the 
Christians winning? They're winning because their tactics are 
better: they have good timing, they're imaginative, they use 
visuals well, and they definitely go for the throat. But they 
count on people taking them seriously, and that's their Achilles 
heel. It makes them extremely susceptible to ridicule; the one 
thing they can't stand is being made fun of. They try to 
intimidate everyone with shock tactics and disgusting props, but 
we can out-shock and out-disgust them any day. We're seizing the 
moral low ground right out from under them. 

LE: Let's go to the third abortion clinic demonstration, at 
Gynecare, and this is where you introduced the Pedophile Priests 
for Life. 

CK: We did some reconnaissance this time. I went down there 
myself a week early and fraternized with the Christians--it turned 
out they all belonged to a group called "Our Lady's Crusaders for 
Life." I talked to them quite a bit and managed to get a hold of 
one of their newsletters. 

LE: That's kind of a handy aspect of your dressing in women's 
clothes, that you can go undercover as a man. 

CK: Absolutely, it's very convenient. I think a lot of them still 
haven't put two and two together. 

LE: That's where we get our little line, "Don't be fooled by the 
dress. " 

CK: So the newsletter was denouncing the Catholic church for 
allowing sex education in Catholic schools. They had an example 
of some "obscene" Catholic sex-ed material, and it was all about 
eggs and sperm and God's plan--no mention of orgasm or 
masturbation, not even the slightest hint that sex might be 
enjoyable. It went on and on about the miracle of life--it even 
said a fetus has the same rights as a person, but it was still too 
much for them. They wanted to burn the books. I remember talking 
to Nevada about it, and understanding that the real issue is 
sexual pleasure. These people are terrified of human sexuality, 
and especially of pleasure. 

LE: The basic point is they want to make it impossible for people 
to have sex without having children. It's not that they care 
about fetuses, it's that they want to stop sex. 

CK: They want to stop sex because it's so connected to the body. 
The body reminds them of death, and they can't deal with death, so 
they deny the body--in the old days they tortured it too, 
especially if it was female. They idolize innocence and 
virginity, and meanwhile the priests can't keep their hands off 
the altar boys. How could they be expected to? It's ridiculous. 



The sexual urges are still there, and the boys are a safe outlet. 
People can't deny their sexuality, it just comes back in another 
way. 

LE: ACT UP has brought this out a lot, they have these special 
condoms for priests--it' s well known that many men join the 
priesthood because they're homosexual anyway. 

CK: I'd been reading Wilhelm Reich all year, and thinking about 
sexuality, and I came to the conclusion that he was absolutely 
right. He said that one of the greatest mistakes our society 
makes is the repression of childhood sexuality; that children 
should be not just free but encouraged to explore sexually; to 
explore their own bodies and to explore the bodies of other 
children their own age--that it's healthy and positive. Meanwhile 
I just happened to have these beautiful line drawings of naked 
boys, so I put two and two together, blew them up, and added in 
giant letters "SEX IS GOOD" and "Pedophile Priests for Life." I 
also made a new batch of signs, yellow ones with black letters 
that said "Drink Your Holy Water." This was a bit of a pun [and a 
reference to Snuff It #2] because if you make Pedophile Priests 
for Life into an acronym it spells PPFL, which sounds like "pee- 
pee fell." 

LE; How about Brigitte? 

CK: Pastor Kim and I were talking about how to symbolize the 
situation and we came up with the idea of a blow-up doll on a 
cross. So I went down to the zone [where the porn shops are] and 
found a lovely blond doll named Brigitte. I put her on a giant 
wooden cross, and gave her a blue-and-white striped hospital robe, 
ankle socks, rosary beads, a crown of thorns made of barbed 
wire--plus she had a carnivorous baby coming out of her vagina, 
with blood dripping down its chin. A real traffic stopper. 

LE; It definitely created massive confusion. I'm sure a lot of 
people, including the tour buses that were passing by, thought 
that those were Christian representations. 

CK: Yes! There was confusion and shock and disgust-- 
LE : Because you also had "Eat A Queer Fetus For Jesus" there, so 
there were three different images that related to Christian 
imagery. 

CK: It wasn't one group in one trench and one group in another. 
It was everybody all mingled together. So you couldn't tell 
anybody from anybody. And there were groups that we'd never even 
heard of that were showing up because of our publicity. We had 
the pro-masturbation, anti-intercourse group that was claiming 
they were the middle ground, that both sides were wrong. We had 
the Satanist Youth Corps doing their thing-- 
LE: You had the reelect Michael Dukakis guy... 

CK: Yeah, I don't know how he got in there. Then there was the 
Pedophile Priests for Life which were ostensibly a separate group 
from the Church of Euthanasia. Pastor Kim was all dressed up in 
his priestly outfit. So, it was absolute bedlam. I mean, if you 
were walking down the street-- 

LE: It was a circus. People weren't just walking by this time, 
they were gaping; they were sticking around to see what would 
happen. 

CK: Dan and his friends were banging on their tambourines and 



singing and dancing around--it was like a Fellini film. I'd never 
seen anything like it. 

LE: Moments after you guys arrived, the Christians were on their 
cell phones calling the cops and then calling the state cops--I 
heard the guy say to them, "We've been coming here for ten years! 

These people have no right to be here." And the first thing the 
cop wanted to do was separate the two groups, which, of course, 
was impossible--he had no idea how to separate them, because he 
didn't know who was on what side. And then he said, "Take me to 
the leader of this group" and people said, "there is no leader, 
just a lot of people who really believe in what they have to say." 
CK: That's right! So then he went over and talked to Pastor Kim, 
and I guess he didn't get anywhere, because he came back and asked 
me if I was the leader, and I said no, I wasn't the leader. He 
was one confused-looking cop. Of course, it had gotten ugly by 
that point because Vermin had finally squirted one of the 
Christians with his water penis. 

LE: He was saying, "Spread those Christian cheeks to receive the 
holy water!" 

CK: He squirted the guy who was holding the giant Madonna statue, 
the same guy who called the state police, what an asshole--he 
started screaming "Assault!" and the cops ran over and said, 
"Look, you can't do that anymore." I knew that if I gave Vermin 
the water penis that he was going to squirt a Christian with it. 
I warned him not to do it, but I knew he was going to do it anyway 
and that as soon as he did, all hell would break loose and he 
wouldn't get to do it twice. He didn't do it twice, because if he 
had they would have arrested him. 

LE: The Christians had a megaphone and were sitting there praying 
and singing into it throughout the entire thing. So of course 
Vermin was on a megaphone too. 

CK: And I was on my megaphone, and the pro-masturbation guys had 
one. There were four megaphones going at once! 

LE: One of my favorite parts was when they started saying that 
they were surrounded by demons, that Satan was among them. They 
were praying for help, and then they started saying "God will not 
be mocked." And Vermin meanwhile was yelling into the megaphone, 
"God will be mocked and that's what we're here to do!" 

CK: [laughs] 

LE : And the other thing was that Madonna had just had her child 
and Vermin had a great spiel going about it--"Madonna has just 
given birth, isn't that enough for you people?" "It's the second 
coming!" and all that kind of stuff, which horrified them as well. 

But one tactic you used, both at this clinic and the previous 
one, was talking about sex and using explicit sexual terms, 
yelling them loud in front of these people to disconcert them, 
like cock and pussy. 

CK: That's right, we were chanting "sex is good, pussy is good, 
cock is good, orgasm is good"-- 

LE: And then you went off into a rant about, "it's a well-kept 
secret, but there's such a thing as sexual pleasure." 

CK: I was shouting about genitalia, and all kinds of sex, and how 
orgasm was good and positive and nothing to be afraid of. And 
pretty soon there was not one, but two, three, four cop cars--a 



lot of cops, and a lot of us, and it was getting to be, you know, 
pretty exciting. And then finally the head cop came up to me and 
told me that Brigitte had to go. I was amazed that we got away 
with it as long as we did. I mean, we had electrical tape over 
her nipples, but her robe was wide open, and her--everything was 
quite visible, and we were out there for an hour before they did 
anything about it. Anyway, the cop says "We've received 
complaints, the doll is lewd and lascivious, it's gotta go." So I 
said I was just as offended by the enormous photo of a mangled 
fetus that the Christians were displaying right next to me, and 
why didn't that have to go too, and he gives me a stony look and 
says "The doll has to go, now." He wasn't budging, so I said, 
"What if we just close her robe?" and quickly tied it back up. I 
think the cameras were having a soothing effect on him, because he 
said "Make sure the robe stays closed," and walked back to his car 
[the police are your friends]. 

LE: They didn't seem to do anything about the nude boys on the 
Pedophile Priests for Life signs. 

CK: That's because we had those little pink crosses over their 
penises. I was so tempted to let them hang out, I agonized over 
it, but in retrospect I'm glad we drew the line--I mean, one of 
them had an erection, and I think if it hadn't been for the little 
pink crosses it would have been over in 5 minutes instead of an 
hour and a half. 

LE: It was kind of like religious lingerie. 

CK: [laughs] Yes it was! And every now and then the wind would 
blow and lift up the pink crosses. There was something kind of 
lascivious about that too. Between the young boys and the penis 
pistol and the blow up doll--the whole thing had a kind of peep 
show feeling to it that was very nice. It was all very sexually 
charged. 

LE : Vermin jumped up on a wall and delivered Nevada's speech 
again, which had the crowd transfixed. 

CK: It was even better the second time. It's great oratory and it 
was wonderful to hear it. We screamed until our megaphones went 
out, you could hardly hear what was happening. Everything was 
going on simultaneously. 

LE: That was the power of confusion, I think. 

CK: The power of confusion and ambiguity. 



[the Doctor enters the chapel: Rantes stops playing the 
organ] 

It's only a series of vibrations...but they have a good effect 
on the men. Where does the magic lie? In the 
instruments? In the one that wrote it? In me? In those 
that hear it? I cannot understand what they feel. Yes, I 
can understand. I just can't feel it. Do you understand? 
Excuse me. I am Rantes. 

Hoiv did you get here? 

To Earth? In a spaceship. 

You're a martian. 

Doctor...that is an insult. You are an intelligent man. Do 
you always underestimate your patients like this? 

Are you a patient? 

No, but I'm not a martian. I come from far away...from 
another world. 

[in the Doctor's office] 

It's pointless to explain. You wouldn't believe me. 

But you came in a spaceship...and landed right here...in our 
courtyard. 

No. Coordinates 34 degrees latitude south, 61 longitude 
west. In a field, in a place called...Junin I believe. I 
shouldn't reveal so much information. 

Alright Rantes, or whoever you are. We're alone...we're not the 
police. You're involved in something shady and want to hide 
out here. You're not the first. Who would look here...right? 
Look, I don't care what you've done...but don't waste my time. 
If you stay I'll have to contact the police. 

You know the best way to protect my mission? Telling the 
truth. Who's going to believe it? And the best place to tell 
the truth...is this. Anywhere else, you know what would 
happen? They would bring me here. I would be back 
here, telling you the same things. 

If you're gone tomorrow, no one will say anything. If you 
stay...do you know what you're in for? 

1 know the methods...all the methods you humans use. 
[Rantes exits] 

I think he's faking. Tomorrow he may be gone. If he stays, just 
in case, give him a sedative. 

Nurse: What about his file, Doctor? 

Put...Unidentified Flying Patient...until we find out his name. 

Rantes, what do you in the gardens? You spend hours without 
moinng. 

I receive and transmit information. 

I told you I need to learn your identity. The police will come to 
take your fingerprints. I hope it doesn' t bother you.... 

No. I would find that amusing. It's just...if my prints 
should match...someone who's dead, don't be scared. 
Rantes, do you believe that could happen? I mean do 
you...believe that you could be dead, and be here in front of me? 
Yes. Not in such simple terms of course. But in 
reality...most of these men are dead...but they're 
here...sometimes in front of you. 

They're dead in what way? 

What do you think? 

Rantes, you are a sincere son of a bitch...a faking son of a bitch, 
which is even crazier. 

My mother would find your statements amusing. 

What's her name? 


We have no mother. At least they never told us. 

You are a robot? 

No. You are all robots. You just haven't realized it. 

All right. I'm a robot. What are you? 

You wouldn't believe me. 

Try me. 

You are in the prehistory of the holograms. 

Holograms? 

Yes, a type of photograph obtained through a laser beam. 
It's an experiment done in our physics laboratories. We 
have been able...How can I explain? To have those images 
take shape in space...through what you would call a large 
projector...programmed with a highly complex 
computer...to include...the vital information for that image 
to be alive. 

Let's see...You're telling me that you're a projection? 

In a way. I...my spaceship...we are as images projected in 
space. I say images for your benefit...because in reality, I 
could do without your eyes. You could close them, I'd still 
exist. I breathe, you can touch me, I can touch you. We 
are perfect human replicas. Except for one detail. We 
cannot feel. 

[after Rantes gives another patient his coat] 

Everyone seems to like you. I thought about what you told 
me...that you couldn't feel. What about that? Can we chat? 
How about some coffee? 

My projection includes all the information...to do many 
things. To play Bach...and other things that would 
surprise you. To me it's only information. Why do 
psychiatrists lean back when they listen? Do they think its 
contagious? 

Forgive me, it's just a habit. Now...Rantes...You gave that 
patient your coat. 

He was cold. 

What compelled you to give him your coat? 

He was cold. 

Stop bullshitting me, Rantes. You felt something for that man. 
No, it's a totally rational reaction. If someone is cold, I 
help. 

You're programmed for that. Rantes, do you have 
hallucinations ? 

No, you do. I'm one of your hallucinations. 

You're a complete lunatic. But a very special lunatic. You 
worry me, Rantes. You really do. 

I appreciate your worrying about me. It's not customary 
to care about someone else here. 

In this hospital ? 

On this planet. 

What about yours? Tell me about that. Where did you live? In 
a town? In a city? 

No data found. That information is unavailable. Ask 
again. 

Rantes... 

I don't want to deceive you. I could describe any town, 
any city...that would be deceiving you. It wouldn't be a 
town as you understand it, nor would it be the past you're 
seeking. You're my past...this moment...in this world. 
You want me to take a man's past. But how could you 
understand that? Relax, Doctor. What's worrying you? If 
I were a dictator, and could command powerful armies, I 



could understand. But I'm not. I'm in an asylum. 
Everyone knows I'm crazy. You too, right? 

Rantes, you're sick. I'm a doctor. I want to cure you. That's 
all. 

I want you to understand me...not cure me. 

Doctor, I want to ask a favor. Would you arrange for me 
to work...in Pathology? 

In Pathology? What woidd you do in Pathology? 

Let's say.. .cleaning.. .maintenance. 

I see, you're bored. You want to work with your hands. What 
about the handicraft workshop? 

No, Doctor. What would you have me make? Wooden 
boxes that say "Souvenir from the nuthouse"? I'm not 
bored. I want to work in Pathology. You're my only 
friend with any power here. Sending a lunatic to work in 
Pathology would make you a lunatic. The cleaning story 
is a good pretext. 

That's the pretext. What's the real motive? 

To investigate. 

Investigate what? 

Man's brain. 

Your brain. 

No, your brain. 

I hate disappointing you. All signs indicate that your brain is 
exactly like mine or any other human's. 

Then why are you considered sane and I'm considered 
insane? 

[after Rantes' box of clippings is discovered] 

Yes. It's mine. 

All these clippings... 

It's information. 

About what? 

About the world's deadliest weapon. We know how to 
defend against your other weapons. Not this one. It 
baffles us. 

What weapon, Rantes? 

Stupidity. Human stupidity. 

Why do you say us? 

I'm not the only inhabitant of my planet, nor am I the only 
one here. 

For God's sake, Rantes, don't tell me there's more. You're 
plenty. 

This same scene is happening all over the world. Other 
Rantes facing other doctors like you in other 
nuthouses...having the exact same discussion at this very 
moment. And we're all saying exactly the same thing. 
Check it out. Call them. Dr. de la Fuente, Madrid. 223- 
4563. Dr. Lamarque, Lima. 42-6126. You speak English? 
French? If one of you would call, you could change 
history, but we know you won't. It is beyond the limits of 
what you can accept. We are beyond those limits. 

O.K., if I accept all those doctors are talking to all the Rantes, 
what do these clippings mean? 

The daily crimes. If God is within you, you assassinate 
God every day. 

How does this concern you? 

We are preparing the rescue. Do you see why a nuthouse 
is the safest place? I can tell you this confidential 
information...because nobody will believe it. 


What rescue? 

The rescue of the victims. Those who cannot survive 
amidst the terror. Those broken by the horror, those who 
are without hope...here. It will not be robbery. 

Rantes...All you've left out are the words "Blessed are the 
Meek ." You made a mistake in assuming your role. You say 
you ' re from another planet. You should have said you were 
Christ. 

My story might have been different, but not your reaction. 
Rantes, did you have children? 

No. 

Why do you keep this? [a child's drawing] 

They also cannot live with the horror...and they die like 
ants. 

[narrator] 

An invasion of Christs was an amusing idea. God forgive 
me...The absurdity of it amused me. The old, official version of 
Christ had always seemed absurd...but it never amused me. I 
don't know why, but it was impossible to get the thought out of 
mind. I wondered, if this were true, why was that Christ a 
social being, one with a political approach, while this one 
isolated himself completely. Things had not gone well that time. 
Perhaps this time they decided to change their tactics. My God! 
Rantes was probably right in saying that psychiatrists lean back 
to avoid being infected. In this case, I had committed the 
indiscretion of not doing it. 

[on the way back from the circus, Rantes rolls down the 
window] 

Sometimes a perfumed breeze...comes through a window. 
Does it call up old memories? 

I don't have memories that can be activated that way. But 
if I had them...certain smells...certain perfumes...would 
harm me. We have lost many agents that way. 

How's that? 

Agents...like me. They feel things they are not 
programmed for, and separate themselves from the beam. 
They have deserted...why? 

For things that you would consider stupid. Perfume 
coming through a window, for example...a woman's 
fragrance...a catchy saxophone melody. 

A saxophone. Did you know I play the saxophone? 

No. But please doctor, don't take me literally. Don't show 
up with a saxophone to try to destroy me. 

I don't understand something. You talk about 
sensations...sensations that seriously upset the people of your 
planet. 

Combinations are produced which make our 
computerized memory begin to malfunction. We still 
don't know why. That's why I asked to work in 
Pathology. To investigate. 

[the car stops] 

Why don't you stop bullshitting? I will help you. I really will. 
I know that you're afraid to see yourself as merely a man, as a 
sick man, but don't worry, I will not abandon you. But you 
have to help me. You ' re a great guy, Rantes. It's a pity. 

[car starts again] 

You're a great guy too, but you're not happy. You know 
it, and it doesn't bother you. Human beings resign 
themselves to so many destructive things. They do 



nothing to change things. Is it stupidity, or are you paying 
for your sins? 

[car pulls into hospital] 

Home again. 

Rantes, it's still early. How about some coffee? 

[in coffeshop] 

Why should I be cured? Can you give me a serious reason 
we can discuss here? 

Rantes, if you're not a lunatic, I would concede that you are an 
extraterrestrial. That would mean that I'm a lunatic. 

Nature allows for only very slow change. Accepting a 
change of species...before a change of conscience. I'm 
more rational than you. I respond rationally to stimulus. 
If someone suffers, I console him. If someone needs my 
help, I give it. Why do you think I'm crazy? If someone 
looks at me, I respond. If someone talks, I listen. You 
have gone slowly crazy, by ignoring these stimuli...simply 
for having ignored them. Someone dies. You let him die. 
Someone asks for help. You look the other way. Someone 
is hungry. You squander what you have. Someone is 
dying of sorrow. You lock him up so as not to see him. 
One who systematically adopts this conduct...who walks 
among the victims, ignoring them...may dress well, may 
pay taxes...go to Mass...but you cannot deny he is sick. 
Your reality is terrifying, Doctor. Why don't you look at 
the real madness for once? Stop persecuting the sad 
ones...the meek...those who don't want to buy, or cannot 
buy, that shit you would gladly sell me. That is, if you 
could. 

[narrator] 

Rantes had just made a move that surprised me. It seemed 
unprogrammed. Unexpectedly, a rage had surfaced in him. 
He claimed to be a "Cybernetic Christ," but his rage made him 
resemble more the other Christ, the old Christ. At this stage my 
thoughts were confused somewhat my shame, somewhat by 
anger. Since Rantes was becoming more Christ-like...his end 
would be the same. I wouldn't admit it, but I wanted Rantes to 
disappear completely. Even though history would see me, if this 
were true, as the Pilate of the galaxies. Even so, I would prefer, 
as had many Romans, to risk a resurrection, rather than have 
him here, saying what he was saying. 

[after Beatriz visits] 

You told me everything, eh ? 

The Saint? 

She's a very interesting woman. 

Why do you call her the "Saint” ? 

Because she's a very special woman. Here mechanisms 
are unlike other humans'. 

What mechanisms? 

This is confidential...but I can trust you. Uncommon 
connections between the emotional and the physical. 
When a human being feels something, what are the 
external physical reactions? 

You can cry, or tremble, or pretend you don' tfeel a thing. 

The Saint could never hide anything. When she 
feels...when...she becomes deeply moved...or feels love, I 
suppose...she regurgitates a blue liquid. 


A blue liquid? 

Yes. It's a very interesting case. Searching for ways of 
decoding feelings... and transforming them into 
information. It's truly an exceptional case. Why the need 
to expel the liquid? Why blue? What produces it? 

Rantes, perhaps she's an epileptic, and you imagined the liquid 
was blue. 

What's wrong doctor? Have you found yourself at the 
limits? [pause] Crazy trees grow in nuthouses, no? 

Why did you tell her you were an alcoholic? 

An alcoholic? I didn't want to frighten her. I am 
interested in working with those people. Telling the truth 
would ruin everything. 

The sentence was handed down, and would be carried out. I had 
my orders. After all, in this story, I was only Pilate. I felt 
guilty, not about hoping that Rantes would slip up, but about 
how little his future troubles bothered me. The Saint, as was her 
custom, had disappeared, vaguely promising to return soon. 

[in Pathology] 

Oh Doctor. I was worried. I didn't mean any harm. 
Please forgive me if my behavior yesterday caused you 
problems. I'm sorry. 

It's alright. 

[looking at a brain] 

I understand storing information. But what makes them 
function? What keeps them going? I that what you call 
the "soul"? 

Rantes, you did nothing wrong, except making yourself 
conspicuous. You made the papers, and the Director looks like a 
fool. 

There are torturers who love Beethoven...who love their 
children...who go to Mass. Man allows that. At the time 
of killing, animals are more honest. 

Don't say that. We're not talking about torturing or killing 
you. I just have to give you medicine. 

I cannot work here anymore. 

For a while... 

[slices brain in half, holds half of it up] 

Where is that afternoon in which he first felt love? What 
traces of the moments of pain and pleasure this man felt? 
Rantes, you may be feeling some changes...but don't worry. It's 
for your own good. And I won ' t abandon you. 

[crumbling off pieces of brain, washing them down the 
sink] 

There goes Einstein...Bach. Mr. nobody. A madman, an 
assassin. What do you think, Doctor? Will this drain lead 
to heaven or hell? 

[narrator] 

The first results were unexpected. Rantes' delirium seemed to 
persist. Only I noticed a change. His position where he claimed 
to receive information. It had changed. He wouldn't admit it, 
but these transmissions had been affected. The medication had 
damaged his antennae. More in touch with reality, Rantes 
concentrated on concrete problems. I considered this progress, 
but it led to nezv problems. Outraged by the hospital food, he 
spoke for the patients...demanding that the Director sample the 
food. The director would not see him. Rantes would not leave 
until he was heard. The next day he changed his tactics. He 



went to the nezvspaper office to plead his case. They showed 
interest, hut Rentes refused to leave unless the Director came to 
taste the food. He fared no better than he did leading the 
orchestra. There was the imbecile, asking for help, claiming by 
his gestures that he spoke for others. How could he be helped? 
How could one penetrate that robot, driven by a mechanism so 
fragile, that he needed to protect himself with such strong 
armor? I was beginning to doubt that I would ever find out 
why. 



nukes 

mcdonald's, kfc & churches 

a-camp 

bus billage 

packing in 

milliways 

serendipity: waking up in btw 
camps vs kitchens 
argument camp 

water: swimming, lugging, boiling, purifying, waste, shitters etc. 

food (no one is homeless, minimal social skills) 

other customs: handshaking, money 

the 1st: dragging 50 lbs of rice, trading 

the 2nd: looking for shrooms, trader's circle, venus goes direct, 
drumming, sex magic, meadowgasm 
the 3rd: sermon from the creek 
the 4th: earth magic 

the 5th: day of beauty, hairwashing, winding down 
on the road again 

nigel: "I've never heard of another culture that works so hard at 
being lazy" 

For someone who spends so much time sitting, I'm in reasonably 
good shape, but I've always lived in big cities, and I still think 
of myself as a city kid; I only learned how to ride a bicycle a 
few years ago. I went camping once when I was a teenager, and 
I've gone a few times since then, but it was all car camping. It 
wasn't until I had all of my stuff out of the car, on the grass, 
tied together with little bits of rope that it hit me: I was about 
to hike several miles into deep woods with a 50-pound pack on my 
back, plus two gallons of water and a guitar, in ninety-degree 
heat. Kevin's pack seemed smaller somehow. "Are you sure you 
want to carry that much stuff?" he asked. We made it to the edge 
of the parking lot before it dawned on me that my tent was still 
in the car. Sometimes you just get lucky. 

As any Rainbow veteran will tell you, the first thing you see 
after the parking lot is A-camp. 'A' stands for Alcohol, and it's 
not a pretty sight, though it's no worse than the parking lot at a 
Greatful Dead concert, and maybe even a little better. At least 
there's no cops on motorcycles. It's mostly just burnt-out 
hippies and bikers shouting at each other, bumming change, 
swilling beer, or sleeping it off. It's over before you know it, 
and you're in Bus Village, which is right out of the The Electric 
Kool-Aid Acid Test: buses and campers and vans and pickup trucks 
everywhere, some painted trippy colors, electric music blaring 
from giant speakers-- it's like a time machine. There aren't many 
people around though: maybe they're on the bus. After all, the 
Gathering is just another stop for these guys. They're going 
Further, as Ken Kesey used to say. 

The buses are the last outpost of Babylon. After them, there's 
only the head of the trail, and a big sign that says "No Alcohol 
Beyond This Point." Apparently the A-camp folks don't mind this 




arrangement; they're not big on hiking, and beer is heavy. 

Between pumping Kevin (he's been to six Gatherings) and surfing on 
the Internet, I had a pretty good idea what to expect, but nothing 
could have adequately prepared me for the shouts of "Welcome Home" 
from the hordes of people coming down the trail. It seemed hokey 
and forced, like addressing people as "Brother" or "Sister". I 
felt like a foreigner: these were strange customs, and I can't say 
I ever got used to them. Other customs seemed more natural to me, 
such as not shaking hands (it's considered impolite: you either 
hug or don't touch). At first I said nothing, but after a while I 
was able to muster a "hello", despite my rapidly decreasing supply 
of breath. 

I had heard that we were in for a two-mile hike, but I'm not a 
good judge of distance, so things began to take on a certain 
Kafka-like flavor. I had no idea how far we'd gone, or how much 
further we were going, but I couldn't ask Kevin (even if he knew, 
which he didn't), because he might think I didn't want to go on, 
and obviously the further we went, the less crowded it would be. 
My shoulders were squealing, my clothes were soaked, and my legs 
were rubbery. It occured to me at some point that I had my own 
private Sundance, and this cheered me up for some reason. I was 
going to find us a space that didn't have tents in it already or 
die trying. True grit. 

We had gone what later turned out to be roughly three miles, 
crossed five surprisingly sturdy mud-and-stick temporary bridges, 
and passed through four sizable (and heavily populated) meadows, 
one of which was clearly the epicenter known as "main circle," 
when my air- and water-cooled engine's idiot light came on. I 
didn't have to ask Kevin; it was time to find a place to camp. He 
veered off the trail to the right, and we found ourselves 
surrounded by barking dogs. Dog camp, no good, so we lurched back 
onto to the trail, went a little further, and discovered yet 
another creek crossing, a wide one this time, with no bridge. No 
good, so we backed up and headed left, into a small clearing, and 
collapsed. 

No matter how you go, it's 1500 miles from Boston to Missouri. We 
took the southern route, through Pennsylvania, West Virginia, and 
Kentucky. We'd planned to cut west early and skip the whole 
Eastern Seaboard industrial tour, but somehow we spaced out near 
Hartford like a pair of rookies and found ourselves tooling down 
I- 91 towards New Haven. 

It must have been that Japanese banjo music we were listening to, 
but I shouldn't complain; we were lucky to have any music at all. 

My car doesn't have a stereo anymore, so Kevy had jerry- rigged 
an adaptor to run his boom box off the cigarette lighter. He 
plugged it in about twenty miles out of Boston, and it caught fire 
instantly: he had the polarity wrong. For this he's finishing up 
his electrical engineering degree! He says he intentionally 
didn't check it so he'd have something to do, and the fact that he 
just happened to be sporting electrical tape and wirecutters lends 



some support to this, though I'm still not convinced. In any 
case, it was too late to turn back, and by dusk we were admiring 
scenic Manhattan from the George Washington bridge. 

Or was it Los Angeles? It was hard to be sure, due to the massive 
dome of smog that covered the entire city. It must have been 
Manhattan though, because we were soon hurtling through the 
ghastly purgatory of shopping malls and refineries that could only 
be Paterson, New Jersey. No wonder Allen Ginsberg wrote Howl. 
Somewhere near the Pennsylvania border the landscape finally began 
to soften, so we were both caught by surprise when a nuclear power 
plant loomed up out of the darkness. They're popular out there in 
the heartland, and we wound up seeing quite a few of them, but I 
never got used to it. 

Life at Rainbow revolves around food and water: everything else is 
more or less optional. Between hauling it, filtering it, boiling 
it, swimming in it, and disposing of it, I probably spent more 
time on water than anything else. Luckily water was plentiful; it 
seems other Rainbow sites have been less fortunate. The creek ran 
snake- like through the entire site, sometimes wide, sometimes 
narrow. Bi-the-way was no more than a hundred feet from the 
widest part of the creek, and the deepest swimming hole, deep 
enough for a rope swing. We had plenty of industrial-style 
plastic buckets (also handy for sitting on), so water hauling was 
relatively painless. Our next-door neighbors at argument camp had 
a cast-iron cauldron (easily the size of a 50-gallon drum--how on 
earth did they lug it in?) up on bricks, with a small fire under 
it, for heating dishwater. All we had to do was replace the hot 
water we took with creek water. 

The gathering was a city in the woods, complete with plumbing; 
drinking water came from rubber hoses that ran through most of the 
site. Apparently the hoses ran a considerable distance, up into 
the hills, to the spring that fed the creek. This meant that 
people (and dogs) could swim in the creek without contaminating 
the drinking water. From what I heard, the bacteria count was 
closely monitored at the spring, and stayed extremely low (two 
parts per million?) , but we stuck to the rules and filtered it 
nonetheless, gallons at a time, with a hand-held apparatus like a 
small boat pump. I enjoyed filtering water; it's slow, steady, 
almost totally mechanical work, perfect for practicing 
mindfulness-style meditation. It definitely made me appreciate 
water more, though I didn't drink anywhere near enough of it--very 
few of of us did, despite the abundance, probably because there 
was so much else to do. 

The typical Rainbow shitter is a trench about a foot wide, three 
feet deep, and as long as you want to make it (Nigel and Ike 
proved they were maniacs by digging a ten-footer). The dug-up 
dirt gets left in a big pile next to the trench, so that when 
you're done, you can use a coffee can (if some turkey hasn't made 
off with it, for reasons unknown) to scoop some dirt over your 
shit. When the trench is filled up, it's time to dig a new one. 



Covering your shit is pivotal; the shitters aren't as far from the 
kitchens as you might expect, and the same flies that land on your 
shit could be landing on your food later. You're well-advised to 
bring your own paper, but there's supposed to be (and usually was) 
a jug of bleach water to rinse your hands with. 

The longer the trench, the more people can theoretically use it at 
once, but in practice, most folks seem to prefer some privacy 
while they're shitting; I know I do. My tent was out in the open, 
so as soon as the sun got above the treeline, I was wide awake; 
one benefit of this was that I managed to do most of my shitting 
early in the morning. This meant there wasn't much traffic, and 
if there was a line, no one was in such a hurry that weren't 
willing to wait a few minutes. 

Pissing was actually more of a headache than shitting; I had to do 
it more often (thankfully), and I didn't always feel like 
searching for a shifter and standing in line. You're not supposed 
to pee in the creek, or anywhere near it, so that was out (I have 
to confess I did pee while I was swimming once or twice; old 
habits die hard I guess). Why not just nip into the woods and pee 
on a tree? Good luck finding a tree that isn't three feet from 
someone's tent! This really brought overpopulation home for me. 
There I was in the middle of a national forest, 60 miles from the 
nearest McDonald's, and I couldn't find a place to piss! 



CHURCH NEWS 

Lydia Eccles Interviews Rev. Chris Korda 


LE: Last year about this time you were soliciting funds for the 
suicide assistance hotline. Whatever happened to that? 

CK: The suicide assistance hotline got off to a great start. The 
idea was to get a 900 number, put up a billboard for it, maybe 
take out a few advertisements. People would call up and pay to 
hear suicide assistance messages from a voice mail system. We 
were going to have a bunch of prerecorded messages--celebrity 
suicides, techniques from A to Z, damned good reasons to do it, 
style, etiquette--you could listen to all these messages and get 
useful tips on how to kill yourself, without making a big mess and 
inconveniencing a lot of people--and meanwhile you'd be paying by 
the minute and the Church would be making money. I had bet Pastor 
Scott that he would never get Ackerley [our local billboard 
company] to put up the billboard, and that if he did I'd pay for 
the hotline. He won the bet; they would say things like, "Are you 
sure you want it to say 'suicide assistance hotline'? It almost 
sounds like you're going to help people kill themselves." He's 
such a smooth operator, he was able to totally flummox them. 

LE; They thought it was a suicide prevention hotline. 

CK: Absolutely. And we figured, what the hell? If Ackerley buys 
it, then maybe Nynex will buy it too. But it didn't work out that 
way. Nynex turned out to be quite a bit sharper than Ackerley. 
They took one look at our web site and the game was over. 

LE: But you had no problem at all getting the billboard up. 

CK: And what a great billboard it was: "Suicide Assistance 

Hotline--helping you every step of the way. Thousands helped, how 
about you?" It was just a shame that the number didn't work. 

LE: Did you do any research on the legality of providing concrete 
assistance to people who want to kill themselves? 

CK: Let them sue, we need the publicity. Besides, you can walk 
into any bookstore and buy a book like Final Exit that gives 
specific suicide instructions--drug dosages, everything. With Dr. 
Kevorkian leaving bodies in cars and getting away with it, I 
figured the courts probably wouldn't bother with us. 

LE: How about the other billboard activities this year? 

CK: Well, there was a billboard modification in Cambridge... 

LE: "Man's mind, once stretched by a new idea-- 

CK: "never regains its original dimensions." That's right. It 
was modified to say "Man's anus, once stretched by"-- 
LE & CK: "a big penis" 

CK: "never regains its original dimensions." Now whoever did 

this--these were very obviously very disturbed individuals with 
sociopathic tendencies, presenting a serious danger to society. 

LE: Although they were advocating sodomy so technically the Church 
would have to stand aside and applaud. 

CK: But we can't have people running around modifying billboards 
and so forth; I mean, that's against the law. 

LE: I heard that the billboard got a lot of attention, and that 
the Boston Herald was interested and wanted to do a story but the 
editors nixed it. 

CK: Isn't that funny, that's what I heard too. I also heard that 




while the culprits were putting it up, people were stopping their 
cars in the middle of the street and honking their horns and 

hooting and hollering and getting out of their cars and taking 

pictures. It's kind of interesting that the Boston Herald went to 
all the trouble to send a crew down there to take pictures and 
interview everybody about it and then nixed the story at the last 
minute, but I guess you can't expect too much from the Boston 

Herald. 

LE: I heard it was up on the bulletin board at the paper, and 

everybody really liked it. But I guess the editorial decision- 
makers--their minds remained the original size. 

CK: [laughs] 

LE: How about the Institute for Global Dada event--this was during 
the heyday of Pat Buchanan, during the primaries, when Buchanan 
was making anti-Semitic remarks-- 
CK: He'd just won New Hampshire, hadn't he? 

LE: Yes, and he'd just come to speak in Massachusetts and was 
using all kinds of military rhetoric--you know, really violent- 
sounding metaphors. 

CK: It was primary day in Massachusetts, around 7:30 in the 
morning, in front of the Boston Public Library--the largest 
polling place in Boston, where all the Beacon Hill brahmins in 
their pin-striped suits go to vote. You were already there with 
Doug and Jamie, holding "Unabomber for President" signs. 
Meanwhile, we're tooling down the sidewalk with what looks like a 
giant black tampon. We unroll it, and hoist it up, and suddenly 
it's a 25-foot wide, 13-foot tall black banner, with giant red 
letters that say "GOP" and the "0" is a solid red circle with a 
black swastika cut out of it. 

LE: Like something you would see carried down a very wide 
thoroughfare during a Nazi demonstration. 

CK: Yeah, it took 4 people to hold it. Within 60 seconds, we were 
live on New England Cable, and a few minutes later the WRKO van 
was going by and they literally slammed on the brakes and pulled 
over. They put me on the air and asked me what I was doing, and I 
told them I was a Buchanan supporter. I said I was there to 
support my candidate like everyone else, and that Buchanan was the 
face of fascism in America. I stuck to my story, and finally Jim 
Rappaport [chairman of the state Republican committee] got on the 
air and called me disgusting. It was pure situationism, because 
on any other day the cops would have just said, "you're outta 
here" and that would have been it. But this was one day when the 
cops couldn't tell anybody to not hold a sign because everybody 
was holding signs, everywhere! All they could do was make sure 
that we were a certain distance from the polling booth--it was 
actually quite funny, because the cop came out and said "Look, you 
all have to move"--what was it?--"a hundred feet from the polls." 

Right? So one of the republican guys says to the cop, "You just 
mean them, right, not us?" And the cop starts yelling "Everybody! 

Everybody a hundred feet from the polls!" So everybody had to 
back up. It was an amazing thing to see. It got pretty rough 
towards the end, though--the library staff finally took matters 
into their own hands. The manager and the manager's assistant 
came out with their goon and started pushing and shoving, trying 



to make us take the banner down, saying we were on private 
property when we weren't, and then the goon threw hot coffee in 
Toto's face and punched him in the mouth. He was only taking 
pictures and got his lip busted--it was very unpleasant. I guess 
that's what happens when you call a spade a spade. 

LE: You spent a week at the Democratic National Convention 
campaigning for Unapack [the Unabomber for President Campaign] and 
then afterwards we all stopped off in Gary, Indiana and took 
photographs there. What was the reason for stopping in Gary and 
what is the significance of Gary to the Church? 

CK: I viewed it from the beginning as making a pilgrimage to Gary. 

I grew up in New York, but I'd always heard that Gary beat 
anything I'd ever seen, so I felt it was my duty to go out there 
and see what had been done to the Earth. We were driving down I- 
90 when suddenly you could actually see it from the highway; I 
remember the moment very clearly--we were all stunned. I don't 
think any of us were prepared for just how complete and utter the 
devastation was--it went on for miles and miles and you could see 
the clouds of smoke in the air. It really was a scene from hell. 

At that time, I knew that I would have to go to where the 
refineries were, to get up close and see it. I hooked up with $t. 
@ndrew (OGYR Network) and Pope Phred, and they drove us out there. 

I was staying with Deacon Kelly, and he kind of knew his way 
around, so he came along too. We were driving around all day, 
looking at the refineries. We stayed in the car mostly, but I got 
out and got down on my knees and prayed in front of one. I was so 
moved that you and I decided it would be worth it to go out there 
and do it again, do it properly. 

LE; We tried to get close to one of them and ended up getting 
followed by security. 

CK: It was a disaster! We were being followed pretty much the 
whole time by these kind of Cherokee Jeep type things with 
flashing lights on them. We were in the belly of the beast and 
they didn't like us one bit. They pulled us over and asked us to 
leave, and instead we pulled over somewhere else and got out and 
started taking pictures inside the perimeter, and then they nailed 
us. I think they were pretty much ready to haul us off until you 
told them we were doing a fashion shoot. 

LE: One of the things that amazed me was in the midst of all that 
wasteland and smoke to see tract housing popping up in between the 
factories every once in a while. 

CK: It was right out of Eraserhead; people living in the middle of 
an industrial wasteland. People are born and raised and grow old 
and die without ever leaving Gary, Indiana. I've never seen 
anything worse. 

LE: You also made a pilgrimage to the Rainbow this year--tell me 
about that. 

CK: The Church's annual meeting was held at the Rainbow Gathering, 
somewhere in the Ozark National Forest, in Missouri. It was my 
first Gathering, so it was quite an experience for me. I drove 
down with my friend Kevin--he's been to a bunch of them and told 
me a bit about it, but nothing could have prepared me for it 
really; it was unlike anything else I've been exposed to. The 
most obvious difference is it's a money-free zone; it's considered 



deadly impolite to offer people money at a Gathering. Another big 
difference is there's no homeless people; the general idea is that 
even if you have only the most minimal social skills, somewhere, 
somehow, somebody's going to feed you. There are people who show 
up with nothing, not even a cup or a spoon or a blanket. Nobody's 
going to serve them without a cup--they're going to have to find 
one or make one out of a Pepsi bottle or something. But once they 
do then somebody's going to feed them and they're going to be 
taken care and not just left to die. That's a very different way 
of looking at things. Some people arrive months before and put 
tremendous energy and love into feeding people, other people show 
up with nothing--most people are somewhere in the middle, and 
hopefully it all balances out. 

LE; Did you do any Church activities while you were there, I mean 
aside from having your meeting? 

CK: Well, I came prepared to cause major trouble. I lugged all 
these signs in with me, like, "The Rainbow Family is Big Enough", 
"Bear Asses Not Children, " "A Hippie with Kids is Looking for 
Work," "Peace, Love and Sterility"--I was prepared to really tear 
it up with those Rainbow people. 

LE; This was because you thought there'd be a lot of breeders. 

CK: And there were a lot of breeders. But when it came down to 
it, I just couldn't do it. I would have been totally by myself. 
I couldn't find a single other person to carry one of those signs. 
LE: I got the impression that also you just kind of wanted to be 
able to enjoy the experience yourself. 

CK: Yeah, I didn't want to have to be the Reverend the whole time. 

I wanted to just be able to really get into the spiritual 
experience of feeling close to the Earth, and so that's what I did 
and it was the most powerful spiritual experience I've ever had. 
The Fourth of July is the big day at the Gathering: the whole 
morning it's silent throughout the area, everyone forms a huge 
circle around the sacred fire, thousands of people meditating and 
praying their asses off, and then at noon the children arrive in a 
big parade, the energy is released, and everyone goes cuckoo. It 
was serious Earth magic, the largest scale magic I've ever 
participated in. 

LE: What is the purpose of the Rainbow? 

CK: Well, that's hard to say, because by long-standing tradition, 
no one speaks for the Rainbow family. The Rainbow family is 
everyone who's there. I think there's a strong Indian 
influence--for example decisions are made by consensus in open 
councils, as opposed to the democratic method, which is tyranny of 
the majority over the minority. There's lots of music, and 
hanging out, and eating, and taking care of each other, and making 
love, and purifying yourself. 

LE: As a city kid, how was it being out in the woods for that 
long? 

CK: It was rough. It was a three-mile hike in, and I did the hike 
several times, one time with a 50 lb. bag of rice. We were 
hauling around giant buckets of water and digging shitters and 
carrying wood. I'm not used to that type of thing and it was very 
exhilarating for me. There were parts of it that were scary, but 
I was really lucky; I found Scott LaMorte and he hooked Kevin and 



me up with the Bi The Way kitchen. They are wonderful people; 
they welcomed me into their family, and I'm very grateful. 

LE : Okay, now I want to get on to the abortion clinic activities. 

How did that get started? 

CK: I'm really not sure. 

LE: I just remember that Der Spiegel [the German equivalent of 

Time Magazine] was coming. 

CK: Aaah, you're so right. I'd been wooing them all year, or 

they'd been wooing me, really; it just had been a matter of 
getting it hooked up. They'd been saying that they were going to 
come to Boston for months and they finally were coming and they 
were coming the week after we got back from Chicago. Pastor Kim 
and I talked about it and realized that we were going to have to 
show them a good time. I mean, they made it pretty clear that 
they weren't coming up just to sit around and chat and drink 

coffee. They wanted to see us in action. 

LE: So the first one was at Repro, and Operation Rescue was 

supposedly going to be there but-- 

CK: Yeah, there was only a handful of them there. 

LE: Let's name off some of the signs you had because I know 

they're not all in the photos. "Fuck Breeding," "Sperm-Free Cunts 
for the Earth"-- 

CK: "Fetuses are for Scraping," "Depressed? Commit Spermicide"-- 
[also "Make Love, Not Babies," "No Kid, No Labor," "Love the 

Earth, Tie Your Tubes," and "Feeling Maternal? Adopt!"] Vermin 
Supreme was there, and he was in rare form that day. He had his 
Satan mask on and his little jiggling eyeballs--he had his 

megaphone out and he was harassing people going by, saying 
something about "This is Satan here, and I want you all to-- 
LE: "Watch TV, eat red meat, and try to drive your car as much as 
possible-- 

CK: "Read a newspaper, and throw it away." 

LE: "And together we can make hell on Earth." 

CK: [laughs] 

LE: He also asked passers-by to raise their hands if they were 
using contraception, or if they'd been sterilized. And a woman 
across the street was praying with a rosary, and Vermin was 

yelling with a megaphone that we were going to sacrifice a 

gerbil-- 

CK: Yes, we were going to sacrifice a gerbil to the unborn. 

LE: And you were singing, "All we are saying"-- 
CK: "All we are saying is fetus pate." 

LE: The neighborhood around the clinic is very affluent and 
boring, and it was great watching people walk by these incredible 
signs and Vermin in his Satan mask and the dolls nailed on to 
sticks with bloody hands and mouths--and many of these people 
would just walk by and pretend there was nothing strange going on 
at all. 

CK: We got a good reaction from the clinic escorts, though, and 
that was a huge relief. If the escorts had asked us to leave, we 
would have had to leave, because they're guarding the doors and 
hopefully keeping the Christians from going in there and shooting 
everybody. But the escorts liked us. 

LE: Now was that the clinic where the killing actually happened? 





CK: No, that was the next weekend. Der Spiegel had such a good 
time that they decided to come back. This time we got some inside 
dope: we infiltrated Operation Rescue and found out that they were 
planning something big. We wanted to turn the voltage way up, so 
we decided to make a 15 foot tall, 6 foot wide "Eat a Queer Fetus 
for Jesus" banner, and we put the carnivorous babies on much 
bigger sticks, just in case there was trouble, with these scary- 
looking life-size skulls on top, painted blood-red. Vermin 
brought some gigantic cartoon fetuses that he'd made out of day¬ 
glo paper, plus we had all the signs from last time. 

LE: Since I was videotaping, I was at all of these events before 
you guys showed up, which was fun because I got to see you make 
your entrance. Before you came the Christians went marching down 
the sidewalk in formation singing hymns through megaphones. They 
got to the building and planted themselves and they were starting 
to say their prayers when all of a sudden I saw the "Eat a Queer 
Fetus for Jesus" banner come marching down the street. And 
everyone stopped, they were all staring in total disbelief. 

CK: We had at least 20 of our own people there, and we were 

marching down the street in formation with all of our stuff. The 

cops saw us coming, and the first thing they said was, "If you 
turn on that megaphone, we're going to arrest all of you." We 

came and we stayed--we were there for hours, in the rain. It was 

a pitched battle: they had their trench and we had ours, and they 
were singing their hymns and praying and we were singing "Every 
Sperm is Sacred" and "All we are saying is fetus pate"-- 
LE: That was also where Nevada's speech premiered, right? 

CK: "Abortion as a Sacred Right." [see page 9] 

LE: It was interesting because as long as you stood still the 
police kept you behind the barricades but then Vermin noticed that 
some of their people were doing a walking picket in front of the 
clinic. So then he said, "If they can walk, we can walk." So you 
ended up with a walking picket that was half Christians and half 
Church of Euthanasia people. One person would walk by with a 
scraped fetus and right behind them would be someone holding 
"Fetuses are for Scraping." 

CK: [laughs] 

LE: And it was really confusing. The best thing about these 
events is that it creates confusion as to who's on what side. 

CK: We were standing in front of one of the clinics where a 
shooting had taken place not even a year ago, and there were five 
people from NOW [National Organization for Women] facing hundreds 
of Christians--it seemed to me that the situation called for 
extreme tactics. The pro-life agenda is fundamentally coercive; 
they want to push you into a situation where you have to respond 
to them. They seize control of the issue, and try to pin the 
violence on you, but we know perfectly well that the violence is 
coming from them. So our object is to unseat the Christians, to 
expose the violence that's slumbering in them. We want the 
violence to be on the surface, because when it's out in the open, 
it's less dangerous. 

LE : I think NOW's big problem is that they permit themselves to 
play the role of audience, and of course the news isn't going to 
cover the audience at a theatrical event. 




CK: NOW is fucking up. Abortion is restricted in almost every 
state, and if you don't have money, forget it. Why are the 
Christians are winning? They're winning because their tactics are 
better: they have good timing, they're imaginative, they use 
visuals well, and they definitely go for the throat. But they 
count on people taking them seriously, and that's their Achilles 
heel. It makes them extremely susceptible to ridicule; the one 
thing they can't stand is being made fun of. They try to 
intimidate everyone with shock tactics and disgusting props, but 
we can out-shock and out-disgust them any day. We're seizing the 
moral low ground right out from under them. 

LE : Let's go to the third abortion clinic demonstration, and this 
is where you introduced the Pedophile Priests for Life. 

CK: We did some reconnaissance this time. I went down there 
myself a week early and fraternized with the Christians--it turned 
out they all belonged to a group called "Our Lady's Crusaders for 
Life." I talked to them quite a bit and managed to get a hold of 
one of their newsletters. 

LE: That's kind of a handy aspect of your dressing in women's 
clothes, that you can go undercover as a man. 

CK: Absolutely, it's very convenient. I think a lot of them still 
haven't put two and two together. 

LE : That's where we get our little line, "Don't be fooled by the 
dress. " 

CK: So the newsletter was denouncing the Catholic church for 
allowing sex education in Catholic schools. They had an example 
of some "obscene" Catholic sex-ed material, and it was all about 
eggs and sperm and God's plan--no mention of orgasm or 
masturbation, not even the slightest hint that sex might be 
enjoyable. I remember talking to Nevada about it, and grasping 
that the real issue is sexual pleasure. These people are 
terrified of human sexuality, and especially of pleasure. 

LE: The basic point is they don't want to make it materially 
possible for people to have sex without having children--both 
abortion and birth control permit people to have sex without 
bearing children. 

CK: These are people who believe that if you're not Catholic, 
you're going to hell, no matter what. 

LE : It's not that they care about fetuses, it's that they want to 
stop sex. 

CK: Yes, and they want to stop pleasure. The more I thought about 
that, the more I started to see the logical consequence of that 
was pedophilia. They look up to these priests, and meanwhile the 
priests can't keep their hands off the altar boys. How could they 
be expected to? Their sexual urges are still there, people can't 
deny their sexuality, it just comes back in another way. 

LE : ACT UP has brought this out a lot, they have these special 
condoms for priests--it' s well known that many men join the 
priesthood because they're homosexual anyway. 

CK: I'd been reading Wilhelm Reich all year, and thinking about 
sexuality, and I came to the conclusion that he was absolutely 
right. He said that one of the greatest mistakes our society 
makes is the repression of childhood sexuality; that children 
should be not just free but encouraged to explore sexually; to 



explore their own bodies and to explore the bodies of other 
children their own age--that it's healthy and positive. Meanwhile 
I just happened to have these beautiful line drawings of naked 
boys, so I put two and two together, blew them up, and put in 
giant letters underneath them "Pedophile Priests for Life." I 
also made a new batch of signs, big yellow ones with black letters 
that said "Drink Your Holy Water." This was a reference to Snuff 
It #2, and bit of a pun, because if you make Pedophile Priests for 
Life into an acronym it spells PPFL, which sounds like "pee-pee 
fell." 

LE: And don't forget Brigitte... 

CK: Pastor Kim and I were talking about how to symbolize the 
situation and we came up with the idea of a blow-up doll on a 
cross. We wound up with a lovely blond doll, named Brigitte, on a 
giant wooden cross, wearing a blue-and-white striped hospital 
bathrobe, rosary beads, a crown of thorns made of barbed wire--she 
had a carnivorous baby coming out of her vagina, with its arms 
flailing and its teeth gnashing. A real traffic stopper. 

LE : It definitely created massive confusion. I'm sure a lot of 
people, including the tour buses that were passing by, thought 
that those were Christian representations. 

CK: Yes! There was confusion and shock and disgust-- 
LE : Because you also had "Eat A Queer Fetus For Jesus" there, so 
there were three different images that related to Christian 
imagery. 

CK: It wasn't one group in one trench and one group in another. 
It was everybody all mingled together. So you couldn't tell 
anybody from anybody. And there were groups that we'd never even 
heard of that were showing up because of our publicity. We had 
the pro-masturbation, anti-intercourse group that claimed they 
were the middle ground, that both sides were wrong. We had the 
Satanist Youth Corps doing their thing-- 
LE: You had the reelect Michael Dukakis guy... 

CK: Yeah, I don't know how he got in there. Then there was the 
Pedophile Priests for Life which were ostensibly a separate group 
from the Church of Euthanasia. Pastor Kim was all dressed up in 
his priestly outfit. So, it was absolute bedlam. I mean, if you 
were walking down the street-- 

LE: It was a circus. People weren't just walking by this time, 
they were gaping; they were sticking around to see what would 
happen. 

CK: Dan and his friends were banging on their tambourines and 
singing and dancing around--it was like a Fellini film. I'd never 
seen anything like it. 

LE : Moments after you guys arrived, the Christians were on their 
cell phones calling the cops and then calling the state cops--I 
heard the guy say to them, "We've been coming here for ten years! 

These people have no right to be here." And the first thing the 
cop wanted to do was separate the two groups, which, of course, 
was impossible--he had no idea how to separate them, because he 
didn't know who was on what side. And then he said, "Take me to 
the leader of this group" and people said, "there is no leader, 
just a lot of people who really believe in what they have to say." 
CK: That's right! So then he went over and talked to Pastor Kim, 



and I guess he didn't get anywhere, because he came back and asked 
me if I was the leader, and I said no, I wasn't the leader. He 
was one confused-looking cop. Of course, it had gotten ugly by 
that point because Vermin had finally squirted one of the 
Christians with his water penis. 

LE: He was saying, "Spread those Christian cheeks to receive the 
holy water!" 

CK: He squirted the guy who was holding the giant Madonna statue, 
the same guy who called the state police, what an asshole--he 
started screaming "Assault!" and the cops ran over and said, 
"Look, you can't do that anymore." I knew that if I gave Vermin 
the water penis that he was going to squirt a Christian with it. 
I warned him not to do it, but I knew he was going to do it anyway 
and that as soon as he did, all hell would break loose and he 
wouldn't get to do it twice. He didn't do it twice, because if he 
had they would have arrested him. 

LE: The Christians had a megaphone and were stitting there praying 
and singing into it throughout the entire thing. So of course 
Vermin was on a megaphone too. 

CK: And I was on my megaphone, and the pro-masturbation guys had 
one. There were four megaphones going at once! 

LE: One of my favorite parts was when they started saying that 
they were surrounded by demons, that Satan was among them. They 
were praying for help, and then they started saying "God will not 
be mocked." And Vermin meanwhile was yelling into the megaphone, 
"God will be mocked and that's what we're here to do!" 

CK: [laughs] 

LE: And the other thing was that Madonna had just had her child 
and Vermin had a great spiel going about it--"Madonna has just 
given birth, isn't that enough for you people?" "It's the second 
coming!" and all that kind of stuff, which horrified them as well. 

But one tactic you used, both at this clinic and the previous 
one, was talking about sex and using explicit sexual terms, 
yelling them loud in front of these people to disconcert them, 
like cock and pussy. 

CK: That's right, we were chanting "sex is good, pussy is good, 
cock is good, orgasm is good"-- 

LE: And then you went off into a rant about, "it's a well-kept 
secret, but there's such a thing as sexual pleasure." 

CK: We were talking about genitalia, and all kinds of sex, and how 
orgasm was good and positive and nothing to be afraid of. And 
pretty soon there was not one, but two, three, four cop cars--a 
lot of cops, and a lot of us, and it was getting to be, you know, 
pretty exciting. And then finally the head cop came up to me and 
told me that Brigitte had to go. I was amazed that we got away 
with it as long as we did. I mean, we had black electrical tape 
over her nipples, but her robe was wide open, and her--everything 
was quite visible, and we were out there for an hour before they 
did anything about it. Anyway, the cop says "We've received 
complaints, the doll is lewd and lascivious, it's gotta go." So I 
said I was just as offended by the enormous photo of a mangled 
fetus that the Christians were displaying right next to me, and 
why didn't they have to cover that up too, and gives me a stony 
look and says "The doll has to go, now." He wasn't budging, so I 



said, "What if we just fasten up her robe?" and quickly fastened 
her robe back up. So he warned me to make sure the robe stayed 
closed and went away [the police are your friends]. 

LE: They didn't seem to do anything about the nude boys on the 
Pedophile Priests for Life signs. 

CK: That's because we had those little pink crosses over their 
penises. I really agonized over that: I was sorely tempted, but 
Pastor Kim said no way, and in retrospect I'm glad he drew the 
line--I mean, one of them had an erection, and I think if it 
hadn't been for the little pink crosses it would have been over in 
5 minutes instead of an hour and a half. 

LE : It was kind of like religious lingerie or something. 

CK: [laughs] Yes it was! And every now and then the wind would 
blow and lift up the pink crosses. There was something kind of 
lascivious about that too. Between the young boys and the penis 
pistol and the blow up doll--the whole thing had a kind of peep 
show feeling to it that was very nice. I really enjoyed that. It 
was all very sexually charged. 

LE: Vermin jumped up on a wall and delivered Nevada's speech 
again, which had the crowd transfixed. 

CK: It was even better the second time. It's great oratory and it 
was wonderful to hear it. We screamed until our megaphones went 
out, you could hardly hear what was happening. Everything was 
going on simultaneously. 

LE : That was the power of confusion, I think. 

CK: The power of confusion and ambiguity. 



SATANISTS 4 LIFE 


During Chicago Holy Week, as a number of anti-abortion leaders 
converged for a leadership meeting at the Christian Fellowship 
Church to discuss their plans for the Democratic Convention, the 
media received press releases from a group called "Satanists 4 
Life," which read: 

FOR IMMEDIATE RELEASE: Satanists 4 Life will 

demonstrate in support of our fellow pro-lifers and 

especially our idol, the truly evil Joseph Mathias 

Scheidler. We will gather outside of the Pro Life 

Action Network Conference being held at 4220 W. 59th 
Street in Chicago on April 1st from 5pm to 6pm. 

At 5pm, as the antis were wrapping up their meeting, a flock of 
black-clad, devil-mask-wearing, sinister but stylish satanists was 
spotted approaching the church by Scheidler's toady, Tim Murphy. 
Murphy stood & gaped as the group passed by, chanting "Hail Satan, 
Hail Scheidler" and "Don't Abort the Anti-Christ!" 

They took up position in front of the church, performed an 
evil ritual, sounded the Trumpet of Doom, and waved placards 
reading: "Pro-Life, Pro-Satan, Pro-Scheidler, " "Save A Soul For 
Satan," "He's Dark, He's Evil, Mmmmm!" (with a picture of 
Operation Rescue leader Flip Benham wearing devil horns) and 
several others too dark to describe. They chanted with fanatical 

fervor: "Hey Hey, Ho Ho, Women's Rights Have Got To Go!" 
"Operation Rescue is led by a man, he's busy carrying out Satan's 
Plan!" "If you don't choose 'em, we can't abuse 'em!" "Not the 
Church, Not The State, Satan Will Decide Our Fate!" and many more. 
The satanists also passed out fliers, reading: 

CELEBRATE UNHOLY WEEK! Satanists 4 Life are here to 
express our support and solidarity with Operation 
Rescue and pro-life forces taking UnHoly Week and the 
battle for unborn children to the streets of Chicago. 
Abortionists and clinic deathscorts must be punished 
for their theft of untainted souls from Satan's flock. 

Less abortions means more souls for Satan, and also 
more rape, murder, war, and sin--all in the name of 
traditional family values! Hail Satan! For this we 
are pleased, and we rejoice that the pro-life movement 
has eagerly made ties with and taken in militia men, 

Klan members, and others that would cleanse the 
abortion mills with unholy fire. The links between 
Christian Reconstructionism, Christian Identity, and 
Satanism are many, and united we can defeat abortion 
through low-intensity warfare. We must acknowledge the 
leading role of Joseph Scheidler, spiritual guide of 
the militant pro-life movement (following in the steps 
of Adolf Hitler, the occult fascist who outlawed 
abortion immediately upon attaining power), for his 
truly evil genius in bringing us all together. Hail 
Satan! 



Fox TV covered the demonstration, distorting it with the usual 
media lies and describing it as some sort of pro-choice April 
Fools prank, but the fact remains: Satan continues to lurk in the 
pro-life movement. 



FIVE WAYS TO KILL AN UNBORN PARASITE YOURSELF 


1. Suction Abortion. To abort an early pregnancy, insert a tube 
through the opening of the womb and connect it to a suction 
apparatus. The vacuum is so powerful that the parasite is 
instantly broken up into a fluid mass of blood, tissue, and 
cartilage. It passes through this tube into a bottle. 

2. Herbal Abortion. These herbs can be procured at any herb 
store: 3 teaspoons Pennyroyal. 3 teaspoons Rue. 1 and a half 
teaspoons Celery Seed. 6 teaspoons Black Cohosh. Steep in 2 
pints (half a gallon) boiling water in a ceramic (non-metal) pot 
for 15 minutes. Strain and drink 2 pints a day (about a half a 
cup every hour) . Take 2 tablets of Brewer's Yeast each time you 
have tea. If it hasn't worked by the 5th day STOP and try 
something else. It worked when you bleed blood clots and mucus. 

3. Laminaria Abortion. Laminaria is a seaweed that can be 
inserted into the cervix. A piece of tampon can be placed in the 
vagina to prevent the laminaria from slipping out. After 5 hours 
the laminaria will double in size. It may be left in as long as 
12 hours. Then remove it. Laminaria can be ordered from Milex- 
Western, P.O.Box 46030, LA, CA 90046. 

4. Use your own fingers to stretch the opening of your uterus 
enough so that the pregnancy will slide out on its own accord. 
Best done beyond 11-12 weeks of pregnancy. Can take several 
hours. As with all of these methods you experience cramping, 
dizziness, and passing blood. 

5. Direct Insertion Abortion. Insert a flexible Q-tip into the 
uterus, then wiggle it. If abortion does not occur within 24-48 
hours, try again. This encourages the cervix to dilate and 
induces labor. 



E-SERMON #15 


Dear brethren, these are difficult times we live in. I'm sure that the bombing in Oklahoma leaves us 
all with a deep uneasiness about our future here in the Land of Opportunity. The Dollar drops 
precipitously against the Yen, unemployment keeps rising no matter what the president says, the 
streets are dirty and dangerous and crawling with crazed crack dealers .. . even the atmosphere is 
full of holes. It’s enough to make any decent citizen depressed. But don’t despair! No matter how 
overwhelmed and powerless you might feel in the face of such adversity, there is something you 
can do, right here, maybe even right now, to help solve all of these problems, and ensure your 
happiness and the happiness of generations to come: you can have a baby! That’s right, it’s time to 
raise a family! 

That woke you up, didn’t it? I saw you snoozing there in the back row. Pay attention! This 
is important! Now, you've heard the politicians complaining about the decline of the family, and 
the collapse of moral values, right? And how many of them are doing their share? Not many! 
They're too busy driving their fancy cars, and besides, half of them are closet queers! They can 
complain until they're blue in the face, but they're not going to save the planet. It's time to take 
matters into our own hands! If you're a guy, punch some holes in those rubbers, or better yet, throw 
them out the window, and tell your beloved to expect a little visit from the stork! She’ll understand, 
and what's more, she’ll respect you for it. If you're a girl, stop taking those poisonous birth control 
pills, today! Wait for the right time of the month, ask your mother if you don’t know what I mean, 
and then slip your boyfriend's penis into your vagina. Don’t be shy about it, just slide it in and out 
until his spenn shoots right up into your cervix! He'll fall asleep, and you can rejoice in the 
absolutely certain knowledge that you are carrying out God's Plan on Earth! 

Think of all the years you've wasted, flushing that spenn down the toilet, in condoms or 
wads of kleenex, wiping it off your chin with a t-shirt, or even swallowing it, when you could have 
been helping to save the planet! But that's okay, because with today's modem scientific miracles, 
it's almost never too late! Soon you'll be making up for lost time, with a little cutie-pie on each 
nipple and a bun in the oven. What joy! There's no cure for the blues like hungry mouths to feed. 
You won’t have time to feel depressed anymore! You'll be pumping out copies of yourself like 
there's no tomorrow, and if your man doesn’t like it, well, you'll just have to find another one! Slap 
him in the face! Tell him to snap out of it and deliver the goods, because only a crazy man would 
stand in the way of God's Plan! That’s grounds for divorce in any state, and worse if he’s not 
careful! 

The Founding Fathers of this great nation made laws to protect us against men and women 
who use their sex organs for lewd, disgusting perversions instead of procreation. God doesn’t like 
people who masturbate, or engage in unnatural acts, with members of the same sex no less! God 
hates these wicked people, and strikes them down with terrible diseases like herpes and AIDS! 
They are even lower than animals, almost as low as abortionists, and the Founding Fathers knew 
this and created sodomy laws so these foul creatures could be safely locked away, or killed like 
rabid dogs. Don’t let it happen to you! Would you rather rot in a filthy jail cell, or follow the path 
of righteousness? Would you rather roast in the electric chair, or help build the new Jerusalem? 
You know the answer, so what are you waiting for? Put your sex organs to work for Jesus! 

Hear me brethren, God needs wann bodies, right now! God wants us to have more babies 
than fingers! God wants us to fuck like bunnies until there's no room for anything else, not even 
animals! God doesn't love animals! God wants us to push the cows and pigs and chickens into the 
sea, and still keep on fucking, until there's no more space left on Earth, until we tear into each 



other's flesh like rats in a cage, because GOD LOVES PEOPLE! 


And now dear brethren, let us rise, and sing along with the Borg: 

No animals. 

No animals. 

No cats to purr. 

No dogs to scratch. 

No birds to sing. 

No cows to kill. 

Dream, dream, we can dream, 

We can dream. 

(Wolf! Sheep! Wolf! Sheep!) 

No lions to tame. 

No cocks to crow. 

No mice to trap. 

No deer to kill. 

Dream, dream, we can dream, 

We can dream. 

No animals. 

No animals. 

Thanks to TMax and Izzy for translating the preceding hymn from the Borg Collective. They can 
be reached at The Noise, 74 Jamaica Street, Jamaica Plain, MA 02130. 



EDITORIAL 


Let me start by asking you a question. If you don't know, just 
guess, how long--months, weeks, days, hours, minutes, seconds--how 
long do you think it takes for the human population to increase by 
one million? Net increase. 

Okay, I'll give it to you, it's four days. Four days, a 
quarter million per day, if you do the math, that comes out to 95 
million people per year, and just for a reference, 95 million is 
the population of Mexico, so next time you look at a map of the 
world, look at Mexico, and imagine the human population increasing 
by Mexico, every year. 

What do we do with all those people? They all need to eat, 
they all need houses, clothes, TVs, cars, and every other damn 
thing, who are we to say they shouldn't have them, and what's the 
result? The global environmental crisis. Massive species 
extinction. Ecocide. In the United States alone we lose an acre 
of trees every eight seconds. Worldwide, we're now losing an 
entire species every 40 minutes, that's up from every sixty 
minutes in the 1970's, and in the tropical rainforest we're losing 
a species every fifteen minutes. By some estimates we've already 
wiped out one third of the species on earth. Those species are 
gone, they're not coming back, this isn't some cute nature show on 
television, this is real. In terms of sheer power, this is our 
great accomplishment: severely damaging the chemical and organic 
structure of an entire planet, including the oceans and the 
atmosphere. We've got to do something, very quickly, and the most 
important thing we can do is reduce our numbers. It's something 
each one of us can do, it doesn't require special training, and 
that's why I, myself, and every one of the Church of Euthanasia's 
members have taken a lifetime vow to not procreate. 

Now people say to me, population reduction is one thing, but 
how can you support suicide and euthanasia, isn't that going too 
far, and I say this: right now, one third, that's a rough figure, 
it's probably higher, one third of the people on this earth are 
going to bed hungry every night. Does this surprise you? Maybe 
you're lucky: maybe you live in a country that still has some 
topsoil, or maybe your country steals food from everyone else. 
Don't get too smug, though, because simple arithmetic says the 
population will reach 8 billion by 2010. Now that's well within 
my, and many of your lifetimes, and I'm telling you that if we, as 
individuals, allow that to happen, we are going to see suffering 
on a scale we can't even imagine yet, even right here, in the 
United States, and some of you are going to wish you had killed 
yourselves, because this planet is going to be a very grim and 
frightening place. It already is for most people. 

So that's why I say "save the planet, kill yourself." 
Because it really has come to this, and if you've had enough, and 
you want to get out of the game, and you honestly believe that's 
the best thing you can do for yourself and for the planet, I, Rev. 
Chris Korda, am not going to stand in your way. I'll make you a 
Euthanasian saint. And if no one listens to me, and the 
population keeps on growing, until there's no trees, and no hope. 
I'll join you. I think about it every day, and I feel shame. I'm 



ashamed of the way humans have behaved, especially American 
humans. When I look at the ugliness Americans have created in 
just two hundred years, and when I read about the "savages" we've 
exterminated to make room for our so-called civilization, I feel 
suicidal rage, and that's okay, because that's what the Church of 
Euthanasia is all about. 

Now suppose, for the sake of argument, we divide people into 
two groups: those who think there are too many of us, and those 
who think there aren't enough. If you think there are too many of 
us, why not take some personal responsibility for it? Maybe we're 
the church for you. But if you think there's not enough of us, 
consider your allies. The people who oppose euthanasia, and say 
it's morally wrong, are very often the same people who oppose 
abortion; they're the same people who oppose contraception and 
family planning; they've opposed sex for pleasure for a thousand 
years, and you know who these people are, they are the Catholic 
church and the fundamentalist Christians . Their religious 

teachings have been a disaster for the planet, and we cannot allow 
them to dominate us any longer. They're the real sinners, and 
they can't help themselves, so we have to help them: we have to 
lead by example . 

How do we lead by example? By practicing sex for pleasure, 
it's a revolutionary act, remember Joycelyn Elders, she wanted to 
teach masturbation and look what happened to her...by showing the 
maximum compassion for all beings, we can start by not eating 
their flesh, why are we feeding most of our grain to cattle when 
people are starving...by supporting abortion, we're not pro- 
choice, we're pro-abortion, why isn't it free, it's every woman's 
sacred right...by supporting Dr. Jack Kevorkian and the right to 
die, and above all by choosing to not procreate, until their 
churches are empty and ours is full, until the population is 
reduced to a sustainable level, and balance is restored between 
ourselves and every other species on this beautiful, living 
planet. Thank you. 

Banana Cup Cake 

Banana 

Cake 

Broken tea cups 
--Lori Kramer 

I think. Dr. Railly, you've given the alarmists a bad 
name... surely there's very real and very convincing data that the 
planet cannot survive the excesses of the human race. 
Proliferation of atomic devices... uncontrolled breeding 
habits...pollution of land, sea and air, the rape of the 
environment... in this context isn't it obvious that Chicken Little 
represents the sane vision, and that homo sapiens ' motto--"let's 
go shopping"--is the cry of the true lunatic? 

--Dr. Peters, "12 Monkeys" 


Beyond a critical point within a finite space, freedom diminishes 



as numbers increase. This is as true of humans in the finite 
space of a planetary ecosystem as it is of gas molecules in a 
sealed flask. The human question is not how many can possibly 
survive within the system, but what kind of existence is possible 
for those who do survive. 

--Pardot Kynes, First Planetologist of Arrakis 

LETTERS 


Chris: 

About a month ago, three British alleged neo-Nazi kids who 
had been vacationing in America for six weeks blew their brains 
out--two of them simultaneously at an Arizona gun range, the other 
one the next day on a little-traveled Northern California road. 

The woman who shot herself alone--Jane Greenhow, 22--had 
called our voice mail a few days before killing herself, asking to 
verify our PO box address. I ignored the first call, but responded 
the next day after she left a similar message with the admonition 
"don't bother calling after tomorrow." She sounded intensely 
depressed, but all she wanted to know was whether our PO box was 
still valid. I told her that it was. 

On March 4--a full two weeks after she killed herself--I 
finally received her letter, which stated that she felt unable to 
articulate her frustration with life. She also sent me three $700 
money orders--her life's savings. Knowing that with my recent luck 
I'd be struck by lightning if I spent a penny of it, I sent the 
money back to her parents. 

Jane had a degree in astrophysics and read ANSWER Me! Too bad 
she fit into the l/10th of 1 percent demographic which actually 
had value in my book. Whereas the great bulk of human suffering 
doesn't do a thing for me, her departure actually saddened me 
greatly. 

You can imagine how the press--especially the vampiric 
British press--is treating these suicides. DID A PORTLAND 
PUBLICATION 'GOAD' THREE BRITS INTO KILLING THEMSELVES? et al. 
Typically, the ones who would portray me as some unfeeling creep 
have displayed far less remorse over Jane's death than I have. I 
figure the Nazi affiliation (Jane had left a note signed "Mrs. 
Hitler" next to her body) renders these goofy kids nonhuman in 
some eyes. 

Anyway, I wanted to gently caution you to be careful 
regarding your publishing endeavors. You and I know that 
depression and suicidal impulses betoken a mental condition which 
can't be neatly traced to (or blamed on) one source. However, in a 
social climate which tends to abdicate any notion of personal 
responsibility, very few others seem to know this. Since I see 
value in what you're doing, I'd hate to see you become embroiled 
in the sort of controversy/lawsuits which have dogged us for the 
past couple years. Believe me, it's nowhere near as fun as it 
might seem. And I'm not advising that you soften your 
approach--but it might make sense to lay the disclaimers on a 
little thicker. 

--Jim Goad, goad@teleport.com 



I make my money from the Defense Department. Usually I feel 
embarrassed to tell people because they associate Warfare with the 
inhumanity of killing people, but I can tell you with pride. 
Since reading your publication I have a whole new perspective on 
my career. The only problem is the U.S. usually kills third world 
people who don't consume as much of the world's resources as first 
world people. Also the Defense Dept, is the top worst polluter. 
I hope to offset that by sending you a contribution each month so 
you can continue your good work. 

P.S. I think Rev. Korda may be the 1st 21st century saint. Please 
document any miracles (preferably with video) so the canonization 
will go smoothly. 

P.P.S. Typed on a Defense Dept, typewriter. 

Rev. Chris: 

I received the latest SNUFF iT, and i must state that i was 
again impressed. I have always known that breeding was not at all 
for me, and although i have only recently pursued such a 
philosophy (after discovering the definition of what had before 
only been within me a vague but relatively eternally-practiced 
concept), it is one to which i shall forever adhere. That there 
are other folk out there who not only believe related philosophies 
and ethics but advocate them and still enjoy life, is nice to 
know. Cheers, Rev. Randall Tin-ear 

I work as a secretary during the day with the Passaic Board of 
Education at the High School in the MediaCenter and see the awful 
results of human overbreeding every day. Our school enrollment 
has increased about 750 kids each year in the past three years. 
The Board is having to lease new buildings every year and build 
additions on existing schools to compensate for the overcrowding. 
I live in a building where the apartments are very small and yet 
my fellow tenants insist on overbreeding and providing shelter to 
their young ones in a space that only one would be comfortable in. 

Needless to say the problem of overbreeding is all around me 
daily but how do you speak up about it? Procreation is the most 
sacred of rights and if you talk about it to people (even 
intelligently) they think you are a Nazi or something worse. Why 
do only a few of us see what is wrong? Why are so many fools 
still bringing children into the world? I have a full life and 
never had any children--what is this compulsion to breed? 

--Moo Oom, David R. Wyder/Daily Cow 

You can count on me to help you in any way I can. If abortion 
were mandatory it would prevent people like me from ever being 
born. I once considered having kids but when I realized they 
might all turn out to look like me (I look like Herve Vilachez) , 
I immediately had my doctor castrate me. I'd kill myself but I'm 
too chicken shit. I just bought a new Harley and I'm hoping I'll 
have an unfortunate accident while riding it. As it is, my feet 
barely touch the ground when I sit on it and I can barely reach 
the handle bars. Let's hope I cross paths with a pyschotic truck 
driver! Keep up the good work! 

--Marc (Herve) Bifano 



CHURCH NEWS 

Lydia Eccles Interviews Rev. Chris Korda 


LE: Last year about this time you were soliciting funds for a 
suicide assistance hotline. Whatever happened to that? 

CK: That was Pastor Scott's idea, and it got off to a great start. 

The plan was to get a 900 number, put up a billboard for it, 
maybe take out a few advertisements. People would call up and pay 
to hear suicide assistance messages from a voice mail system. We 
were going to have a bunch of prerecorded messages--celebrity 
suicides, techniques from A to Z, damned good reasons to do it, 
style, etiquette--you could listen to all these messages and get 
useful tips on how to kill yourself, without making a big mess and 
inconveniencing a lot of people--and meanwhile you'd be paying by 
the minute and the Church would be making money. I made a bet 
with Pastor Scott that he would never get Ackerley [our local 
billboard company] to put up the billboard, and that if he did I'd 
pay for the hotline. He won the bet; they would say things like, 
"Are you sure you want it to say 'suicide assistance hotline'? It 
almost sounds like you're going to help people kill themselves." 
He's such a smooth operator, he was able to totally flummox them. 
LE; They thought it was a suicide prevention hotline. 

CK: Absolutely. And we figured, what the hell? If Ackerley buys 
it, then maybe Nynex will buy it too. But it didn't work out that 
way. Nynex turned out to be quite a bit sharper than Ackerley. 
They took one look at our web site and the game was over. 

LE : But you had no problem getting the billboard up. 

CK: And what a great billboard it was: "Suicide Assistance 

Hotline--helping you every step of the way. Thousands helped, how 
about you?" It was just a shame that the number didn't work. 

LE : Did you contact lawyers about it? 

CK: Yeah, but we couldn't find one who'd take the case pro bono, 

and the ACLU didn't return our calls. 

LE: Did you do any research on the legality of providing concrete 
assistance to people who want to kill themselves? 

CK: Let them sue, we need the publicity. Besides, you can walk 
into any bookstore and buy a book like Final Exit that gives 
specific suicide instructions--drug dosages, everything. With Dr. 
Kevorkian leaving bodies in cars and getting away with it, I 
figured the courts probably wouldn't bother with us. 

LE: How about the other billboard activities this year? 

CK: Well, there was a billboard modification in Cambridge... 

LE: "Man's mind, once stretched by a new idea-- 

CK: "never regains its original dimensions." That's right. It 
was modified to say "Man's anus, once stretched by"-- 
LE & CK: "a big penis" 

CK: "never regains its original dimensions." Now whoever did 

this--these were obviously very disturbed individuals with 
sociopathic tendencies, presenting a serious danger to society. 

LE: Although they were advocating sodomy so technically the Church 
would have to stand aside and applaud. 

CK: But we can't have people running around modifying billboards 
and so forth; I mean, that's against the law. 




LE: I heard that the billboard got a lot of attention, and that 
the Boston Herald was interested and wanted to do a story but the 
editors nixed it. 

CK: Isn't that funny, that's what I heard too. I also heard that 
while the culprits were putting it up, people were stopping their 
cars in the middle of the street and honking their horns and 
hooting and hollering and getting out of their cars and taking 
pictures. It's kind of interesting that the Boston Herald went to 
all the trouble to send a crew down there to take pictures and 
interview everybody about it and then nixed the story at the last 
minute, but I guess you can't expect too much from the Boston 
Herald. 

LE: I heard it was up on the bulletin board at the paper, and 
everybody really liked it. But I guess the editorial decision- 
makers--their minds remained the original size. 

CK: [laughs] 

LE: How about the Institute for Global Dada event--this was during 
the heyday of Pat Buchanan, during the primaries, when Buchanan 
was making anti-Semitic remarks-- 
CK: He'd just won New Hampshire, hadn't he? 

LE: Yes, and he'd just come to speak in Massachusetts and was 
using all kinds of military rhetoric--you know, really violent- 
sounding metaphors. 

CK: It was primary day in Massachusetts, around 7:30 in the 
morning, in front of the Boston Public Library--the largest 
polling place in Boston, where all the Beacon Hill brahmins in 
their pin-striped suits go to vote. You were already there with 
Doug and Jamie, holding "Unabomber for President" signs. 
Meanwhile, we're tooling down the sidewalk with what looks like a 
giant black tampon. We unroll it, and hoist it up, and suddenly 
it's a 25-foot wide, 13-foot tall black banner, with giant red 
letters that say "GOP" and the "0" is a solid red circle with a 
black swastika cut out of it. 

LE: Like something you would see carried down a very wide 
thoroughfare during a Nazi demonstration. 

CK: Yeah, it took 4 people to hold it. Within 60 seconds, we were 
live on New England Cable, and a few minutes later the WRKO van 
was going by and they literally slammed on the brakes and pulled 
over. They put me on the air and asked me what I was doing, and I 
told them I was a Buchanan supporter. I said I was there to 
support my candidate like everyone else, and that Buchanan was the 
face of fascism in America. I stuck to my story, and finally Jim 
Rappaport [chairman of the state Republican committee] got on the 
air and called me disgusting. It was pure situationism, because 
on any other day the cops would have just said, "you're outta 
here" and that would have been it. But this was one day when the 
cops couldn't tell anybody to not hold a sign because everybody 
was holding signs, everywhere! All they could do was make sure 
that we were a certain distance from the polling booth--it was 
actually quite funny, because the cop came out and said "Look, you 
all have to move"--what was it?--"a hundred feet from the polls." 

Right? So one of the republican guys says to the cop, "You just 
mean them, right, not us?" And the cop starts yelling "Everybody! 

Everybody a hundred feet from the polls!" So everybody had to 



back up. It was an amazing thing to see. It got pretty rough 
towards the end, though--the library staff finally took matters 
into their own hands. The manager and the manager's assistant 
came out with their goon and started pushing and shoving, trying 
to make us take the banner down, saying we were on private 
property when we weren't, and then the goon threw hot coffee in 
Toto's face and punched him in the mouth. He was only taking 
pictures and got his lip busted--it was very unpleasant. I guess 
that's what happens when you call a spade a spade. 

LE: You spent a week at the Democratic National Convention 
campaigning for Unapack [the Unabomber for President Campaign] and 
then afterwards we all stopped off in Gary, Indiana and took 
photographs there. What was the reason for stopping in Gary and 
what is the significance of Gary to the Church? 

CK: I viewed it from the beginning as making a pilgrimage to Gary. 

I grew up in New York, but I'd always heard that Gary beat 
anything I'd ever seen, so I felt it was my duty to go out there 
and see what had been done to the Earth. We were driving down I- 
90 when suddenly you could actually see it from the highway; I 
remember the moment very clearly--we were all stunned. I don't 
think any of us were prepared for just how complete and utter the 
devastation was--it went on for miles and miles and you could see 
the clouds of smoke in the air. It really was a scene from hell. 

At that time, I knew that I would have to go to where the 
refineries were, to get up close and see it. I hooked up with $t. 
@ndrew (OGYR Network) and Pope Phred, and they drove us out there. 

I was staying with Deacon Kelly, and he kind of knew his way 
around, so he came along too. We were driving around all day, 
looking at the refineries. We stayed in the car mostly, but I got 
out and got down on my knees and prayed in front of one. I was so 
moved that you and I decided it would be worth it to go out there 
and do it again, do it properly. 

LE; We tried to get close to one of them and ended up getting 
followed by security. 

CK: It was a disaster! We were being followed the whole time by 
these Cherokee Jeep things with flashing lights on them. We were 
in the belly of the beast and they didn't like us one bit. They 
pulled us over and asked us to leave, and instead we pulled over 
somewhere else and got out and started taking pictures inside the 
perimeter, and then they nailed us. They wanted our film, and I 
think they were pretty much ready to haul us off until you told 
them we were doing a fashion shoot. 

LE: One of the things that amazed me was in the midst of all that 
wasteland and smoke to see tract housing popping up in between the 
factories every once in a while. 

CK: It was right out of Eraserhead; people living in the middle of 
an industrial wasteland. People are born and raised and grow old 
and die without ever leaving Gary, Indiana. I've never seen 
anything worse. 

LE: You also made a pilgrimage to the Rainbow this year--tell me 
about that. 

CK: The Church's annual meeting was held at the Rainbow Gathering, 
somewhere in the Ozark National Forest, in Missouri. It was my 
first Gathering, so it was guite an experience for me. I drove 



down with my friend Kevin--he's been to a bunch of them and told 
me a bit about it, but nothing could have prepared me for it 
really; it was unlike anything else I've been exposed to. The 
most obvious difference is it's a money-free zone; it's considered 
deadly impolite to offer people money at a Gathering. Another big 
difference is there's no homeless people; the general idea is that 
even if you have only the most minimal social skills, somewhere, 
somehow, somebody's going to feed you. There are people who show 
up with nothing, not even a cup or a spoon or a blanket. Nobody's 
going to serve them without a cup--they're going to have to find 
one or make one out of a Pepsi bottle or something. But once they 
do then somebody's going to feed them and they're going to be 
taken care of and not just left to die. That's a very different 
way of looking at things. Some people arrive months before and 
put tremendous energy and love into feeding people, other people 
show up with nothing--most people are somewhere in the middle, and 
hopefully it all balances out. 

LE; Did you do any Church activities while you were there, I mean 
aside from having your meeting? 

CK: Well, I came prepared to cause major trouble. I lugged all 
these signs in with me, like, "The Rainbow Family is Big Enough", 
"Bear Asses Not Children, " "A Hippie with Kids is Looking for 
Work," "Peace, Love and Sterility"--I was prepared to really tear 
it up with those Rainbow people. 

LE; This was because you thought there'd be a lot of breeders. 

CK: And there were a lot of breeders. But when it came down to 
it, I just couldn't do it. I would have been totally by myself. 
I couldn't find a single other person to carry one of those signs. 
LE : Also I got the impression that you wanted to just enjoy the 
experience of being there. 

CK: Yeah, I didn't want to have to be the Reverend the whole time. 

I wanted to enjoy being close to the Earth, with like-minded 
people, and that's what I did and it was the most powerful 
spiritual experience I've ever had. The Fourth of July is the big 
day at the Gathering: the whole morning it's silent throughout the 
area, everyone forms a huge circle around the sacred fire, 
thousands of people meditating and praying their asses off, and 
then at noon the children arrive in a big parade, the energy is 
released, and everyone goes cuckoo. It was serious Earth magic, 
the largest scale magic I've ever participated in. 

LE : What is the purpose of the Rainbow? 

CK: Well, that's hard to say, because by long-standing tradition, 
no one speaks for the Rainbow family. The Rainbow family is 
everyone who's there. I think there's a strong Indian 
influence--for example decisions are made by consensus in open 
councils, as opposed to the democratic method, which is tyranny of 
the majority over the minority. There's lots of music, and 
hanging out, and eating, and taking care of each other, and making 
love, and purifying yourself. 

LE: You were there for a week. As a city kid, how was it being 
out in the woods for that long? 

CK: It was awfully hot, but clothing was optional, and there was a 
nice creek to dip in. It was a three-mile hike in, and I did the 
hike several times, one time with a 50 lb. bag of rice; that was 



rough. We were hauling around giant buckets of water and digging 
shitters and carrying wood. I'm not used to that type of thing, 
so my back hurt a lot, and the chiggers were gross, but overall it 
was very exhilarating for me. I was incredibly lucky; I found 
Scott Lamorte right away and he hooked Kevin and me up with his 
friends at Bi The Way kitchen. They are wonderful people; they 
welcomed me into their family, and I'm very grateful. 

LE : Okay, now I want to get on to the abortion clinic activities. 

How did that get started? 

CK: I'm really not sure. 

LE; I just remember that Der Spiegel [the German equivalent of 
Time Magazine] was coming. 

CK: Aaah, you're so right. I'd been wooing them all year, or 
they'd been wooing me, really; it just had been a matter of 
getting it hooked up. They'd been saying that they were going to 
come to Boston for months and they finally were coming and they 
were coming the week after we got back from Chicago. Pastor Kim 
and I talked about it and realized that we were going to have to 
show them a good time. I mean, they made it pretty clear that 
they weren't coming all the way to Boston just to sit around and 
chat and drink coffee. They wanted to see us in action. 

LE: So the first one was at Repro in Brookline, and Operation 
Rescue was supposedly going to be there but-- 
CK: Yeah, there was only a handful of them there. 

LE: Let's name off some of the signs you had because I know 
they're not all in the photos. "Fuck Breeding," "Sperm-Free Cunts 
for the Earth"-- 

CK: "Fetuses are for Scraping," "Depressed? Commit Spermicide"-- 
[also "Make Love, Not Babies," "No Kid, No Labor," "Love the 

Earth, Tie Your Tubes," and "Feeling Maternal? Adopt!"] Vermin 
Supreme was there, and he was in rare form that day. He had his 
Satan mask on and his little jiggling eyeballs--he had his 

megaphone out and he was harassing people going by, saying 
something about "This is Satan here, and I want you all to-- 
LE: "Watch TV, eat red meat, and try to drive your car as much as 
possible-- 

CK: "Read a newspaper, and throw it away." 

LE: "And together we can make hell on Earth." 

CK: [laughs] 

LE : He also asked passers-by to raise their hands if they were 
using contraception, or if they'd been sterilized. And a woman 
across the street was praying with a rosary, and Vermin was 

yelling with a megaphone that we were going to sacrifice a 

gerbil-- 

CK: Yes, we were going to sacrifice a gerbil to the unborn. 

LE: And you were singing, "All we are saying"-- 
CK: "All we are saying is fetus pate." 

LE: The neighborhood around the clinic is very affluent and 
boring, and it was great watching people walk by these incredible 
signs and Vermin in his Satan mask and the dolls nailed on to 
sticks with bloody hands and mouths--and many of these people 
would just walk by and pretend there was nothing strange going on 
at all. 

CK: We got a good reaction from the clinic escorts, though, and 





that was a huge relief. If they'd asked us to leave, we would 
have had to leave, because they're guarding the doors and 
hopefully keeping the Christians from going in there and shooting 
everybody. But the escorts liked us. 

LE: Now was that the clinic where the shooting actually took 
place? 

CK: No, that was the next weekend. Der Spiegel had such a good 
time that they decided to come back. We'd heard rumors that there 
was something big happening at Preterm, so Becky infiltrated 
Operation Rescue and got the inside dope. We wanted to turn the 
voltage way up, so we decided to make a 15 foot tall, 6 foot wide 
"Eat a Queer Fetus for Jesus" banner--we figured that might get 
their attention. We had the carnivorous babies again, but we used 
much bigger sticks, just in case there was trouble, and we added 
life-size skulls on top, painted blood-red. Also Vermin brought 
some gigantic cartoon fetuses that he'd made out of day-glo paper, 
plus we had all the signs from last time. 

LE: Since I was videotaping, I was at all of these events before 
you guys showed up, which was fun because I got to see you make 
your entrance. Before you came the Christians went marching down 
the sidewalk in formation singing hymns through megaphones. They 
got to the building and planted themselves and they were starting 
to say their prayers when all of a sudden I saw the "Eat a Queer 
Fetus for Jesus" banner come marching down the street. And 
everyone stopped, they were all staring in total disbelief. 

CK: We had at least 20 of our own people there, and we were 
marching down the street in formation with all of our stuff. The 
cops saw us coming, and the first thing they said was, "If you 
turn on that megaphone, we're going to arrest all of you." We 
came and we stayed--we were there for hours, in the rain. There 
were two TV stations, the cops were videotaping, the clinic was 
videotaping, the Christians were videotaping. It was a pitched 
battle: they had their trench and we had ours, and they were 
singing their hymns and praying and we were singing "Every Sperm 
is Sacred" and "All we are saying is fetus pate"-- 
LE: That was also where Nevada's speech premiered, right? 

CK: "Abortion as a Sacred Right." [see page 9] Pastor Kim 
screamed it at them until he lost his voice. 

LE: The police kept you behind the barricades for a while, until 
Vermin noticed that some of the Christians were doing a walking 
picket in front of the clinic. So he said, "If they can walk, we 
can walk." People were sneaking out one by one, and you ended up 
with a walking picket that was half Christians and half Church of 
Euthanasia. One person would walk by with a scraped fetus and 
right behind them would be someone holding "Fetuses are for 
Scraping." 

CK: [laughs] 

LE: And it was really confusing. The best thing about these 
events is that it creates confusion as to who's on what side. 

CK: We were standing in front of one of the clinics where a 
shooting had taken place not even a year ago, and there were five 
people from NOW [National Organization for Women] facing hundreds 
of Christians--it seemed to me that the situation called for 
extreme tactics. The pro-life agenda is fundamentally coercive; 



they want to push you into a situation where you have to respond 
to them. They seize control of the issue, and try to pin the 
violence on you, but we know perfectly well that the violence is 
coming from them. So our object is to unseat the Christians, to 
expose the violence that's slumbering in them. We want the 
violence to be on the surface, because when it's out in the open, 
it's less dangerous. 

LE : I think NOW's big problem is that they permit themselves to 
play the role of audience, and of course the news isn't going to 
cover the audience at a theatrical event. 

CK: NOW is fucking up. Abortion is restricted in almost every 
state, and if you don't have money, forget it. Why are the 
Christians winning? They're winning because their tactics are 
better: they have good timing, they're imaginative, they use 
visuals well, and they definitely go for the throat. But they 
count on people taking them seriously, and that's their Achilles 
heel. It makes them extremely susceptible to ridicule; the one 
thing they can't stand is being made fun of. They try to 
intimidate everyone with shock tactics and disgusting props, but 
we can out-shock and out-disgust them any day. We're seizing the 
moral low ground right out from under them. 

LE: Let's go to the third abortion clinic demonstration, at 
Gynecare, and this is where you introduced the Pedophile Priests 
for Life. 

CK: We did some reconnaissance this time. I went down there 
myself a week early and fraternized with the Christians--it turned 
out they all belonged to a group called "Our Lady's Crusaders for 
Life." I talked to them quite a bit and managed to get a hold of 
one of their newsletters. 

LE: That's kind of a handy aspect of your dressing in women's 
clothes, that you can go undercover as a man. 

CK: Absolutely, it's very convenient. I think a lot of them still 
haven't put two and two together. 

LE: That's where we get our little line, "Don't be fooled by the 
dress. " 

CK: So the newsletter was denouncing the Catholic church for 
allowing sex education in Catholic schools. They had an example 
of some "obscene" Catholic sex-ed material, and it was all about 
eggs and sperm and God's plan--no mention of orgasm or 
masturbation, not even the slightest hint that sex might be 
enjoyable. It went on and on about the miracle of life--it even 
said a fetus has the same rights as a person, but it was still too 
much for them. They wanted to burn the books. I remember talking 
to Nevada about it, and understanding that the real issue is 
sexual pleasure. These people are terrified of human sexuality, 
and especially of pleasure. 

LE: The basic point is they want to make it impossible for people 
to have sex without having children. It's not that they care 
about fetuses, it's that they want to stop sex. 

CK: They want to stop sex because it's so connected to the body. 
The body reminds them of death, and they can't deal with death, so 
they deny the body--in the old days they tortured it too, 
especially if it was female. They idolize innocence and 
virginity, and meanwhile the priests can't keep their hands off 



the altar boys. How could they be expected to? It's ridiculous. 

The sexual urges are still there, and the boys are a safe outlet. 

People can't deny their sexuality, it just comes back in another 
way. 

LE: ACT UP has brought this out a lot, they have these special 
condoms for priests--it' s well known that many men join the 
priesthood because they're homosexual anyway. 

CK: I'd been reading Wilhelm Reich all year, and thinking about 
sexuality, and I came to the conclusion that he was absolutely 
right. He said that one of the greatest mistakes our society 
makes is the repression of childhood sexuality; that children 
should be not just free but encouraged to explore sexually; to 
explore their own bodies and to explore the bodies of other 
children their own age--that it's healthy and positive. Meanwhile 
I just happened to have these beautiful line drawings of naked 
boys, so I put two and two together, blew them up, and added in 
giant letters "SEX IS GOOD" and "Pedophile Priests for Life." I 
also made a new batch of signs, yellow ones with black letters 
that said "Drink Your Holy Water." This was a bit of a pun [and a 
reference to Snuff It #2] because if you make Pedophile Priests 
for Life into an acronym it spells PPFL, which sounds like "pee- 
pee fell." 

LE : How about Brigitte? 

CK: Pastor Kim and I were talking about how to symbolize the 
situation and we came up with the idea of a blow-up doll on a 
cross. So I went down to the zone [where the porn shops are] and 
found a lovely blond doll named Brigitte. I put her on a giant 
wooden cross, and gave her a blue-and-white striped hospital robe, 
ankle socks, rosary beads, a crown of thorns made of barbed 
wire--plus she had a carnivorous baby coming out of her vagina, 
with blood dripping down its chin. A real traffic stopper. 

LE : It definitely created massive confusion. I'm sure a lot of 
people, including the tour buses that were passing by, thought 
that those were Christian representations. 

CK: Yes! There was confusion and shock and disgust-- 
LE : Because you also had "Eat A Queer Fetus For Jesus" there, so 
there were three different images that related to Christian 
imagery. 

CK: It wasn't one group in one trench and one group in another. 
It was everybody all mingled together. So you couldn't tell 
anybody from anybody. And there were groups that we'd never even 
heard of that were showing up because of our publicity. We had 
the pro-masturbation, anti-intercourse group that was claiming 
they were the middle ground, that both sides were wrong. We had 
the Satanist Youth Corps doing their thing-- 
LE: You had the reelect Michael Dukakis guy... 

CK: Yeah, I don't know how he got in there. Then there was the 
Pedophile Priests for Life which were ostensibly a separate group 
from the Church of Euthanasia. Pastor Kim was all dressed up in 
his priestly outfit. So, it was absolute bedlam. I mean, if you 
were walking down the street-- 

LE: It was a circus. People weren't just walking by this time, 
they were gaping; they were sticking around to see what would 
happen. 



CK: Dan and his friends were banging on their tambourines and 
singing and dancing around--it was like a Fellini film. I'd never 
seen anything like it. 

LE: Moments after you guys arrived, the Christians were on their 
cell phones calling the cops and then calling the state cops--I 
heard the guy say to them, "We've been coming here for ten years! 

These people have no right to be here." And the first thing the 
cop wanted to do was separate the two groups, which, of course, 
was impossible--he had no idea how to separate them, because he 
didn't know who was on what side. And then he said, "Take me to 
the leader of this group" and people said, "there is no leader, 
just a lot of people who really believe in what they have to say." 
CK: That's right! So then he went over and talked to Pastor Kim, 
and I guess he didn't get anywhere, because he came back and asked 
me if I was the leader, and I said no, I wasn't the leader. He 
was one confused-looking cop. Of course, it had gotten ugly by 
that point because Vermin had finally squirted one of the 
Christians with his water penis. 

LE: He was saying, "Spread those Christian cheeks to receive the 
holy water!" 

CK: He squirted the guy who was holding the giant Madonna statue, 
the same guy who called the state police, what an asshole--he 
started screaming "Assault!" and the cops ran over and said, 
"Look, you can't do that anymore." I knew that if I gave Vermin 
the water penis that he was going to squirt a Christian with it. 
I warned him not to do it, but I knew he was going to do it anyway 
and that as soon as he did, all hell would break loose and he 
wouldn't get to do it twice. He didn't do it twice, because if he 
had they would have arrested him. 

LE: The Christians had a megaphone and were sitting there praying 
and singing into it throughout the entire thing. So of course 
Vermin was on a megaphone too. 

CK: And I was on my megaphone, and the pro-masturbation guys had 
one. There were four megaphones going at once! 

LE : One of my favorite parts was when they started saying that 
they were surrounded by demons, that Satan was among them. They 
were praying for help, and then they started saying "God will not 
be mocked." And Vermin meanwhile was yelling into the megaphone, 
"God will be mocked and that's what we're here to do!" 

CK: [laughs] 

LE: And the other thing was that Madonna had just had her child 
and Vermin had a great spiel going about it--"Madonna has just 
given birth, isn't that enough for you people?" "It's the second 
coming!" and all that kind of stuff, which horrified them as well. 

But one tactic you used, both at this clinic and the previous 
one, was talking about sex and using explicit sexual terms, 
yelling them loud in front of these people to disconcert them, 
like cock and pussy. 

CK: That's right, we were chanting "sex is good, pussy is good, 
cock is good, orgasm is good"-- 

LE: And then you went off into a rant about, "it's a well-kept 
secret, but there's such a thing as sexual pleasure." 

CK: I was shouting about genitalia, and all kinds of sex, and how 
orgasm was good and positive and nothing to be afraid of. And 



pretty soon there was not one, but two, three, four cop cars--a 
lot of cops, and a lot of us, and it was getting to be, you know, 
pretty exciting. And then finally the head cop came up to me and 
told me that Brigitte had to go. I was amazed that we got away 
with it as long as we did. I mean, we had electrical tape over 
her nipples, but her robe was wide open, and her--everything was 
quite visible, and we were out there for an hour before they did 
anything about it. Anyway, the cop says "We've received 
complaints, the doll is lewd and lascivious, it's gotta go." So I 
said I was just as offended by the enormous photo of a mangled 
fetus that the Christians were displaying right next to me, and 
why didn't that have to go too, and he gives me a stony look and 
says "The doll has to go, now." He wasn't budging, so I said, 
"What if we just close her robe?" and quickly tied it back up. I 
think the cameras were having a soothing effect on him, because he 
said "Make sure the robe stays closed," and walked back to his car 
[the police are your friends]. 

LE: They didn't seem to do anything about the nude boys on the 
Pedophile Priests for Life signs. 

CK: That's because we had those little pink crosses over their 
penises. I was so tempted to let them hang out, I agonized over 
it, but in retrospect I'm glad we drew the line--I mean, one of 
them had an erection, and I think if it hadn't been for the little 
pink crosses it would have been over in 5 minutes instead of an 
hour and a half. 

LE: It was kind of like religious lingerie. 

CK: [laughs] Yes it was! And every now and then the wind would 
blow and lift up the pink crosses. There was something kind of 
lascivious about that too. Between the young boys and the penis 
pistol and the blow up doll--the whole thing had a kind of peep 
show feeling to it that was very nice. It was all very sexually 
charged. 

LE: Vermin jumped up on a wall and delivered Nevada's speech 
again, which had the crowd transfixed. 

CK: It was even better the second time. It's great oratory and it 
was wonderful to hear it. We screamed until our megaphones went 
out, you could hardly hear what was happening. Everything was 
going on simultaneously. 

LE : That was the power of confusion, I think. 

CK: The power of confusion and ambiguity. 

A woman shall not wear anything that pertains to man, nor shall a 
man wear a woman's garment; for whoever does these things is an 
abomination to the lord. (Deuteronomy 22:5) 

ASK CHRISSY 

The CoE has as part of its guiding principles a fondness for this 
planet. If this is so, how can you not value humankind after 
having any kind of a life? [What a piece of work is man, etc.] 
--Lee 

Unlike other "misanthropic" organizations (e.g. VHEMT, GLF), the 
CoE does not advocate complete Human extinction--except as a last 



resort, should efforts to restore balance between Humans and the 
remaining species fail. It was exceedingly difficult for 
nineteenth-century Indians to value the white man while he was 
systematically destroying their way of life. It's equally 
difficult for me to value Humans while they're turning the Earth 
into a giant sewer. Nonetheless, many Indians did--and still 
do--manage to feel sympathy for whites. I usually manage to feel 
sympathy for Humans, but don't push your luck by bragging about 
how great they are. 

What does cannibalism have to do with the Church's mission, other 
than the shock value? Isn't it enough that a body be dead? 
What's the point of eating it? 

—Steve 

If you're a typical flesh-eating Human in a "civilized" industrial 
nation, you've probably never killed anything in your life. What 
do you think about as you bite into your cheeseburger? Do you 
feel any compassion for the animal that died so that you could 
live? Are you even aware that you're eating the flesh of an 
animal? How can you tell? Is there any blood? Where are the 
skin and bones and organs? Maybe they're not good enough for you, 
fit only for your pet. Are you aware that the animal you're 
eating lived its entire adult life in a tiny pen, force-fed, and 
unable to take a single step? Do you think the people who killed 
the animal spoke kindly to it, or prayed for it, or did anything 
to make its death less painful? Could it be that they smashed 
its head with a sledgehammer and threw it on a conveyor belt? 
Could it be that the meat industry is engineered to conceal these 
truths, to hide them from you with processing and marketing? 
Would you enjoy your cheeseburger as much if you had to watch the 
animal die first? Do you think that the animal feels pain less 
than you, or that its suffering is unimportant? Do you imagine 
that you are superior to the animal? 

Maybe if a third of the people on earth weren't going to bed 
hungry every night, often because their land was taken away to 
grow food for livestock, and maybe if you knew how to hunt and 
kill an animal, as an equal, with weapons you made yourself with 
your bare hands, and maybe if you knew how to skin the animal, how 
to remove its flesh, how to cook what you could eat, preserve the 
rest, and utilize every piece of the animal, wasting nothing, and 
maybe if you were willing to get down on your knees and thank the 
animal for allowing you to live, then maybe you wouldn't have to 
eat Human flesh instead. 

The US population is growing faster than that of eighteen other 
industrialized nations and, in terms of energy consumption, when 
an American couple stops spawning at two babies, it's the same as 
an average East Indian couple stopping at sixty-six, or an 
Ethiopian couple drawing the line at one thousand. 

--Joy Williams, "The Case Against Babies" 


ABORTION AS A SACRED RITE 

by Nevada Kerr 



Abortion is a sacred rite that has been performed by women for 
centuries. The midwife, healer, shaman or witch is the holy 
abortionist. She has been hounded by Christians for millennia. 
It is time for this witch-hunt to end! With the help of the holy 
abortionist, in the form of the death goddess, the crone, or the 
medusa, we will overcome this new onslaught by the Christian 
fanatics. Century after century these zealots try to impose their 
feeble morality on women. They claim that god has sovereign power 
over issues of life and death. This is far from the truth. Women 
as the goddess incarnate in all her forms and in particular in the 
shape of the hag, shrew, or fury who devours life in her gaping 
mouth with her sharp fangs, has sovereign power over issues of 
life and death. Let us not forget that when she decides her 
children are fated to die, so be it! She is the mother of 
necessity. She is the groomless bride who traverses the bridge 
between the worlds and carries the souls of aborted children to 
the other side. Like Lilith, she mercifully robs them of their 
breath. We are all on loan here and the death goddess must 
protect her own interests! No one can argue with the whirlwind 
who sweeps the doomed away! Her word is law! Today we hope to 
invoke the wisdom and justice of the sacred abortionist, and in 
defense of women we scoff at these hysterical Christians! All 
hope for an overpopulated planet is born in the darkness of her 
lethal grasp! Praise loudly the victorious destroyer of unwanted 
and unneeded children! She who has the right of jurisdiction owns 
the souls of this earthly tribe! You may shudder, shake, and 
tremble! These are appropriate responses. Fear, awe, dread, and 
reverence are what the death mother has come to expect! With 
sickle in hand, she seizes the sated and weary souls of the 
damned! These Christians here today only make her job more 
difficult than it needs to be. Like a goblin-mother, she who 
suckles the stillborn babe also comforts the mad and possessed. 
Beloved and misguided christians--know that you are vigilantly 
watched over by the ever-present destroyer who will someday swoop 
down upon you and gracefully carry you away! The nature of 
desire, the truth of life itself has always been death--the all- 
seeing one who demands responsibility from those who procreate and 
overpopulate this overburdened planet. Do not misunderstand! She 
means to do harm! You can invoke your insane and giddy god all 
day long. It will do no good. He has no power here! She who 
whets your appetite with sexual pleasures also whets the knife. 
She grasps, binds, and enthralls! The holy abortionist only 
summons those who are deserving of the call! She is free from 
imperfection! Like husks removed from grain, the unborn are hers! 

She marks her territory, a boundary these Christians here today 
have crossed over. These misguided Christians think they can 
strike a bargain with the grave, shriek at the whirlwind, bellow 
and screech at the all-devouring one. The fearful one, the holy 
abortionist is deaf to their pleading and will win in the end! 

There is in all things a pattern that is part of our universe. It has symmetry, elegance, and grace—those qualities you find 
always in that which the true artist captures. You can find it in the turning of the seasons, in the way sand trails along a 
ridge, in the branch clusters of the creosote bush or the pattern of its leaves. We try to copy these patterns in our lives 



and our society, seeking the rhythms, the dances, the forms that comfort. Yet, it is possible to see peril in the finding of 
ultimate perfection. It is clear that the ultimate pattern contains its own fixity. In such perfection, all things move 
towards death. 

—from "The Collected Sayings of Maud'Dib" by the Princess Irulan 

E-SERMON #15 

Dear brethren, these are difficult times we live in. I'm sure that the bombing in Oklahoma leaves us all with a deep 
uneasiness about our future here in the Land of Opportunity. The Dollar drops precipitously against the Yen, 
unemployment keeps rising no matter what the president says, the streets are dirty and dangerous and crawling with 
crazed crack dealers . . . even the atmosphere is full of holes. It's enough to make any decent citizen depressed. But 
don't despair! No matter how overwhelmed and powerless you might feel in the face of such adversity, there is 
something you can do, right here, maybe even right now, to help solve all of these problems, and ensure your happiness 
and the happiness of generations to come: you can have a baby! That's right, it's time to raise a family! 

That woke you up, didn't it? I saw you snoozing there in the back row. Pay attention! This is important! Now, 
you've heard the politicians complaining about the decline of the family, and the collapse of moral values, right? And 
how many of them are doing their share? Not many! They're too busy driving their fancy cars, and besides, half of them 
are closet queers! They can complain until they're blue in the face, but they're not going to save the planet. It's time to 
take matters into our own hands! If you're a guy, punch some holes in those rubbers, or better yet, throw them out the 
window, and tell your beloved to expect a little visit from the stork! She'll understand, and what's more, she'll respect 
you for it. If you're a girl, stop taking those poisonous birth control pills, today! Wait for the right time of the month, 
ask your mother if you don't know what 1 mean, and then slip your boyfriend's penis into your vagina. Don't be shy 
about it, just slide it in and out until his sperm shoots right up into your cervix! He'll fall asleep, and you can rejoice in 
the absolutely certain knowledge that you are carrying out God's Plan on Earth! 

Think of all the years you've wasted, flushing that sperm down the toilet, in condoms or wads of kleenex, 
wiping it off your chin with a t-shirt, or even swallowing it, when you could have been helping to save the planet! But 
that's okay, because with today's modern scientific miracles, it's almost never too late! Soon you'll be making up for lost 
time, with a little cutie-pie on each nipple and a bun in the oven. What joy! There's no cure for the blues like hungry 
mouths to feed. You won't have time to feel depressed anymore! You'll be pumping out copies of yourself like there's 
no tomorrow, and if your man doesn't like it, well, you'll j ust have to find another one! Slap him in the face! Tell him to 
snap out of it and deliver the goods, because only a crazy man would stand in the way of God's Plan! That's grounds for 
divorce in any state, and worse if he's not careful! 

The Founding Fathers of this great nation made laws to protect us against men and women who use their sex 
organs for lewd, disgusting perversions instead of procreation. God doesn't like people who masturbate, or engage in 
unnatural acts, with members of the same sex no less! God hates these wicked people, and strikes them down with 
terrible diseases like herpes and AIDS! They are even lower than animals, almost as low as abortionists, and the 
Founding Fathers knew this and created sodomy laws so these foul creatures could be safely locked away, or killed like 
rabid dogs. Don't let it happen to you! Would you rather rot in a filthy jail cell, or follow the path of righteousness? 
Would you rather roast in the electric chair, or help build the new Jerusalem? You know the answer, so what are you 
waiting for? Put your sex organs to work for Jesus! 

Hear me brethren, God needs warm bodies, right now! God wants us to have more babies than fingers! God 
wants us to fuck like bunnies until there's no room for anything else, not even animals! God doesn't love animals! God 
wants us to push the cows and pigs and chickens into the sea, and still keep on flicking, until there's no more space left 
on Earth, until we tear into each other's flesh like rats in a cage, because GOD LOVES PEOPLE! 


And now dear brethren, let us rise, and sing along with the Borg: 

No animals. 

No animals. 


No cats to purr. 

No dogs to scratch. 
No birds to sing. 



No cows to kill. 


Dream, dream, we can dream, 

We can dream. 

(Wolf! Sheep! Wolf! Sheep!) 

No lions to tame. 

No cocks to crow. 

No mice to trap. 

No deer to kill. 

Dream, dream, we can dream, 

We can dream. 

No animals. 

No animals. 

Thanks to TMax and Izzy for translating the preceding hymn from the Borg Collective. They can be reached at The 
Noise, 74 Jamaica Street, Jamaica Plain, MA 02130. 

The life of a laying hen begins in a hatchery. Because male chicks will never lay eggs and are not bred to gain weight 
quickly for slaughter, they are promptly suffocated, gassed, or put through a crushing machine which grinds up their 
bodies into pulp. Female chicks are de-beaked [see the film Baraka ], toe-clipped, vaccinated, and sent to large 
windowless buildings. At 20 weeks of age, when they are ready to begin laying eggs, they are transferred to laying 
houses, which typically hold 80,000 hens confined in wire cages so small that 4-5 birds live in a cage the size of a single 
newspaper page. Under these highly unnatural conditions, hens become aggressive, cannibalistic, and often die from 
stress. A 10-18% mortality rate is not considered unusual. But on the factory farm, the individual 
animal is worth little in terms of the overall profit margin. 

I WOOD 

by Rev. Chris Korda 

Make yourself as comfortable as possible. Okay, now close your eyes, relax, and try to imagine yourself dying. It's 
bound to happen eventually, right? So try to imagine yourself dying. It could be suddenly or gradually, by chance or by 
design, far in the future, or tomorrow, but imagine yourself passing into the twilight world between life and death. Your 
body is letting go, growing heavy, the life force is passing out of it, and finally your body is completely, irrevocably, 
dead. Now there's a ceremony, a wake, and your friends and family are gathered around your body, expressing their 
love for you, honoring you, wishing you well. Meanwhile, your detailed instructions for the disposal of your body have 
mysteriously disappeared, and so, due to circumstances beyond anyone's control, your body is buried, naked, without 
casket or shroud, in the forest. 

Time is passing. Your body is decomposing, rotting, breaking down into the simple substances that sustain 
organic life. The worms and beetles are chewing, burrowing into you, digesting you, 1 know it's creepy, but don't worry; 
you can't feel it. They're just playing their role, doing what they do best: helping the Earth recycle you. After a lifetime 
of eating, consuming the riches of the Earth, now the Earth is eating you. You're part of the food chain after all, because 
while your body's nutrients are slowly dissolving into the soil, they're being absorbed by the roots of a tree. 

Now try to imagine that nameless part of yourself that survives every stage of death. Beyond your ego, beyond 
your consciousness; your highest self, your spirit. Try to imagine that while your body is composting, feeding the tree's 
roots, your spirit is also passing into the tree. And slowly, very slowly, you begin to have sensation again. New, 
unfamiliar sensation. Where your feet used to be, you have roots that sink deep into the warm, moist Earth. And where 
your poor, aching spine used to be, you have a thick trunk, flexible but incredibly strong, and covered with bark instead 
of skin. And instead of arms and a head, you have a profusion of branches, ending in thousands of delicate twigs instead 
of fingers. And your twigs are thrust out in every direction, towards the heavens, towards the sun, and instead of hair, 
they're covered with tender, green leaves. 

Feel the warm sun beating down on your leaves. Breathe. Breathe with your leaves. In...out. In...out. Your 



leaves are a million tiny lungs. Feel how they ripple in the breeze. Your branches are swaying, gently swaying, back 
and forth, back and forth, and the sap is running up and down your trunk, carrying nutrients from the soil up to the 
branches and leaves. Birds are resting on you, and insects scurry around on your bark, but they move so fast you barely 
notice them. Time has slowed down for you. You're not going anywhere. 

Day becomes twilight, and then night. The stars come out, and the moon rises. Feel the other trees, all around 
you. You're one tree, among many other trees, in the forest. Flear the sound of the forest. Animals, birds, insects, 
singing the song of the Earth. You're singing too, with a deep, slow sound, all the trees singing together. Mist creeps 
along the ground, and the stars fade, as dawn approaches. The song is louder now, and your leaves are wet with dew. 
The sun creeps over the horizon, and into the sky. 

Days pass. Weeks pass, and the air gets colder. Your leaves are dry and brittle, and the wind blows them 
away. Now the ground is hard, and ice covers everything. Your sap thickens, the snow lies heavy on your branches, and 
the forest is still. In the stillness of winter, all along your twigs and branches, tiny buds are forming, under the ice. 

As the years pass, you grow bigger, and bigger still. Your roots crack open boulders, birds make nests in your 
branches, and animals hide in the caverns of your trunk. Beneath your roots, the flesh of your old body is gone, and 
even the bones crumble, but your spirit lives on. 

Sometimes when I watch TV, 1 stop being myself, and oh. I'm a star of a series, or, or, I have my own talk show, or I'm 
on the news, getting out of a limo, going some place important. All I ever have to do is be famous! People watch me, 
and they love me, and 1 never, never grow old, and I never die. 

-John Carpenter's "They’ Live" 

Ask a few questions here and there, but do it casually. 

THE POLITICS OF DAILY LIFE 

by Lydia Eccles 

Think of your direct bodily experience of life. 

No one can lie to you about that. 

Do you hear insect sound of drones dickering keyboards in a fluorescent hive of fabric-padded cubicles? 

How many hours a day do you spend in front of a TV screen? 

A computer screen? An automobile screen? All three screens combined? Is software your supervisor? 

And how many hours a day do you sleep? 

How are you affected by sound? 

How are you affected by light? 

How are you affected by warmth and touch? 

How are you affected by music? 

Is a good record better than live music raw? 

Is it simply sound you want? Or shared ritual magic? 

How many of your rituals come at you through a glass, vicariously? 

What are you being screened from? 

Does it bother you if the windows don't open, and even your air is "conditioned"? 

How about your degree and variety of body movement? 

How do you feel in situations of enforced passivity? 

How are you affected by a non-stop assault of symbolic communication, audio, robotic voices video, print, billboard, as 
you stumble through the forest of signs? 

What are they urging upon you? 

Do you need contemplation? Do you remember it? 

Thinking from inside, rather than reacting to stimuli? 

Is it hard to look away? 

Is looking in the very thing that cannot be permitted? 

How are you affected by being in crowds? 

How much bodily space do you need? 

Do you find yourself blocking your empathetic responses to other humans? 



Do you find yourself committing acts of symbolic violence? 

How are you affected by the size of the room you're in? 

By living in two and three dimensional grids? 

And by the visual space? 

Do you need to see the sky? Water? 

Foliage? Animals? Glinting, glimmering, moving? 

(Is that why you have a pet, an aquarium, and fernplants?) 

Or is video your glinting, glimmering, moving? 

Who prepares your meals? Do you eat standing up? 

Do you trust what you're eating? 

How are you affected by standardized time, designed solely to synchronize your movements with those of millions of 
others? 

How long do you ever go without knowing what time it is? 

Who or what controls your minutes and hours? 

The minutes and hours that add up to your life? 

How are you affected by being moved around without control, in elevators, subways, escalators, conveyor belts? 

How are you affected by waiting? 

Waiting in line, waiting in traffic, waiting to pee, waiting..dearning to discipline and punish your spontaneous urges? 

How are you affected by being immobilized and scheduled rather than wandering and roaming freely and 
spontaneously? 

Scavenging? (Shoplifting?) 

Can you use your hands creatively, building making touching a variety of materials? 

How are you affected by holding in your desires? 

By sexual repression, by the delay or denial of pleasure, starting in childhood, along with suppression of everything in 
you that evidences your wild nature, your animal life? 

Is pleasure dangerous? Is danger joy? 

What are we deprived of by labor-saving devices? 

And thought-saving devices? 

How are you affected by the efficiency requirement that puts the end product ahead of the process, that values only the 
future and never the moment, the present moment that gets shorter and shorter, as we try to speed to the future endpoint? 
Are you saving time? 

Are you lonely in a way that language can't allay or even express? 

Do you sometimes feel yourself ready to 
LOSE CONTROL? 

That had been the signal. 

Nature allows for only very slow change. Accepting a change of species...before a change of conscience. I'm more 
rational than you. I respond rationally to stimulus. If someone suffers, I console him. If someone needs my help, 1 give 
it. Why do you think I'm crazy? If someone looks at me, I respond. If someone talks, I listen. You have gone slowly 
crazy, by ignoring these stimuli...simply for having ignored them. Someone dies. You let him die. Someone asks for 
help. You look the other way. Someone is hungry. You squander what you have. Someone is dying of sorrow. You 
lock him up so as not to see him. One who systematically adopts this conduct...who walks among the victims, ignoring 
them...may dress well, may pay taxes...go to Mass...but you cannot deny he is sick. Your reality is terrifying, Doctor. 
Why don't you look at the real madness for once? Stop persecuting the sad ones...the meek...those who don't want to 
buy, or cannot buy, that shit you would gladly sell me. That is, if you could. 

—Rantes, "Man Facing Southeast" 


THE AGE OF SIMULATION 

by Rev. Chris Korda 


A visionary is one who has visions, one who dreams. Visions are by definition nonverbal experiences, and therefore 
difficult to communicate. Throughout most of human history, nonverbal experience was shared telepathically, and the 



atrophy of this ability directly coincides with the end of the Age of Magic. 

There is no way to be sure how long the Age of Magic lasted, partly because its time was not linear but mythic, 
and partly because the continuity and rootedness of Magic-based cultures encouraged oral rather than written history. It 
is the turmoil of Magic's demise that has inspired people to write their history down; what most people call history is 
merely the brief and violent history of Industrial Society. The history of the Age of Magic exists, not in libraries or 
museums, but in the timeless realm of mystical experience, and within all beings who maintain their connection to that 
realm. As the number of human beings who remain open to spiritual awareness dwindles, entire aspects of this hidden 
history disappear from human knowledge, to be recovered only laboriously, or perhaps lost forever. 

It is possible to communicate visions through any of the nonverbal media which comprise "art," but this 
requires sensitivity of both the creator and the viewer. Ideally these two are joined as one, if in not in body, then in 
spirit. Spiritual or Magical art is by definition participational, and encompasses every aspect of life. Unfortunately, 
sensitivity and "oneness" are qualities that Industrial Society must ruthlessly seek out and destroy, in its effort to create 
passivity and "sameness." In Magic, the many meet as one, and return to the many: in Industrial Society, the many are 
crushed, and homogenized into a uniform mass. 

Due to the rapid growth of "mass" society, and the resulting loss of participation in the rituals of Magical art, I 
am obliged to verbalize, and communicate my visions through the written or spoken word. In a mass society only that 
knowledge which conforms to the inherent laws of mass communication can be kept alive and disseminated. These laws 
have been explained in great detail by others; suffice it to say that the verbal forms of mass communication require, 
above all, that knowledge be rational. 

Since spiritual knowledge emanates from aspects of reality that are beyond the scope of rationalism, it follows 
that spiritual knowledge cannot be verbalized except approximately and allegorically. This paradox led early Chinese 
thinkers to divide reality into two spheres of influence: the spheres of Relative and Absolute Truth. According to this 
division, all verbalized experience, and by extension all spoken or written communication, is relative, because it depends 
on the participants' points of view, and on the symbolic language that each participant applies to their observations. 
Thus Lao-Tze proclaimed in the Book of Changes that "the Tao that has a name, is not the true Tao." Absolute Truth 
was assumed to be nonverbal, and accessible only though meditation. 

This caveat was lost on many subsequent thinkers, including the ancient Greeks. The confusion of reality with 
words about reality led to insoluble philosophical contradictions, including the conflict between rationalism and 
empiricism. The empiricists, led by Francis Bacon, held that all knowledge derived from the senses, while the 
rationalists, led by Descartes, argued that knowledge was acquired by reason alone. The dilemma was brought to a head 
by Hume, and threatened to undermine the still-delicate foundation of material science. Though Kant eventually 
negotiated a truce, by ceding mathematics and logic to the rationalists, while claiming the rest for empiricism, the 
corresponding split between Mind and Body continues to this day. Meanwhile both sides cheerfully extended the 
mechanical world-view into every human pursuit, and thus laid the foundations of Industrial Society. The result of their 
zeal is a senseless world in which all truth is relative, and it is to this world, and its mass society, that I find myself 
attempting to communicate my irrational visions of Absolute Truth, hampered by a lack of spirit, not only in people, but 
in the language itself. 

In spite of these difficulties, I begin by agreeing with Jeremy Rifkin that this is the Age of Simulation. By this I 
mean that people now accept mediated experience in the place of real experience. This change has taken place in a 
series of leaps, each corresponding to a technological innovation. The printing press, camera, telephone, radio, 
television, and computer form a continuum; with each "advance" the simulation becomes more complete. The 
simulation spreads, by eliminating human capacities it has no use for, while excessively stimulating others; in this sense 
it behaves like a virus, which replicates by altering the structure of its host. Simulation creates conditions favorable to 
itself by isolating people from other living beings, by reducing their range of sensation, and especially by narrowing their 
attention span. Parents and teachers, unable to grasp this, surround children with televisions and computers, and then 
complain about learning disabilities and "attention disorders." 

As Rifkin points out, today's children dismiss someone with the phrase "you're history," and as history recedes, 
the future becomes equally uncertain. Unlike the Iroquois, who considered the impact of their deliberations on the next 
seven generations, today's leaders plan no further than their reelection. Obsession with an ever-changing present 
destroys continuity', the cycles of gradual change so essential to biological and spiritual health, are shattered into furtive, 
splintered motion. Calculus becomes a way of life, as matter, energy and even time are quantized into ever-smaller 
units. The search for irreducible elements conceals the desire to standardize, to make things uniform and 
interchangeable; humans seek total control, to avoid the disorder that their control-lust creates. 

Through simulation, humans seek not only to concentrate all their knowledge in the present, but to use that 



knowledge, as power to transform the present, ever more quickly. Thus while the stated goal of technological 
"progress" is increased efficiency, which by itself seems beneficial, the concealed goal is to use that efficiency, not to 
reduce waste, but to go even faster. Yesterday's model is discarded, efficient or not, and as the speed of development 
increases, more and more of earth's structure is consumed, and dissipated as waste and heat. This dissipation is entropy, 
or unrecoverable energy. 

Entropy describes not only energy loss, but also the tendency of order to expand and decay into chaos. On a 
universal scale, chaos, like death, is inevitable, but "progress" towards it can be slowed down, or even reversed, if only 
temporarily. Life itself is a miracle of negative entropy: chaos evolves, in a harmony of self-sustaining changes, and the 
monoculture of primordial nothingness, over eons of time, becomes biological diversity. Humans try to mimic nature's 
feat, and succeed in creating short-term order and complexity in one place, but only at the price of creating long-term 
chaos and loss of diversity somewhere else. In this way a forest, which for practical purposes would have lasted forever, 
is traded for consumer goods that will last a few years, or for packaging, to be discarded immediately. Similarly, 
America's Great Plains, once built for eternity, generate riches for a time, but meanwhile the topsoil washes into the sea, 
never to return. Shifting sand demonstrates high entropy; the expanding man-made deserts are a grim reminder that 
Industrial Society's goal is not to "steward" the earth, or even sustain life on it, but to use it. 

But use it for what? Simulation continues to masquerade as convenience, or as novelty, but its object has 
always been to replace reality. This is now openly acknowledged in the term "virtual reality." Just as the mechanical 
world-view permitted standardized information to be collected, and centralized as surveillance, so that surveillance now 
permits the assimilation of reality by machines. The process is destructive and one-way: as aspects of reality are 
reduced to commodity, and assimilated as data, they are disfigured and erased. This is illustrated by nature shows, in 
which extinct species live on, as stored information. 1 

Simulation concentrates mental energy at the expense of the physical. The resulting imbalance exhausts the 
body, making assimilation more urgent. The virtual reality is an out-of-body experience, and the mind must free itself of 
the body, or lose its war of secession. Industrial Society attempts to extend the body's life, or even replace it, through 
bionics and genetic engineering, but these efforts only cause more disruption, and divert energy from healing the split 
between Mind and Body. As the mind abandons the body, entropy begins to manifest itself in devastating syndromes, 
such as AIDS and cancer. The split is a belief system, and can be unlearned, to varying degrees; thus true healers 
consider belief to be their single greatest obstacle. 

Humans have been usefully compared to cancer, but it is a mistake to assume that cancer is genetic in origin, 
and that humans are therefore inevitably programmed to destroy the planet. It is the mechanical world-view of Industrial 
Society which is destroying the planet; humans are merely the agents by which this world-view is applied. In this sense 
the cancer is ideological, and humans cannot be blamed for the desecration, anymore than a dreamer can be blamed for a 
nightmare. Though irreversible, the desecration is preventable, and can be stopped at any time, so it is not a question of 
blame at all, but of how to wake the dreamer, without further injury. 

The ideological cancer has its roots in humanism, the Sophist idea that "man is the measure of all things." 
Goethe's followers built on this notion to create their pyramidal "levels of being," with humans at the top, a chosen 
species for whom all was created, and without whom all would have no meaning. When Europeans arrived in the New 
World, this hierarchy of consciousness was their chief ideological export; it was poorly received by the First People, 
who in general saw themselves as part of a larger organism, and no better, or worse than any other living thing. 2 

Humanism views man as the super-ape, who seeks to bend nature to his will through the use of his reason. The 
next logical step is to the super-man or trans-human, who seeks to liberate his reason from the biological limitations of 
nature, and thus achieve immortality. The cancer, faced with the immanent death of its host, makes plans to escape, by 
building machines and transferring itself into them. The danger is not that humans, in the grip of their nightmare, will 
actually build machines capable of self-awareness and interplanetary conquest, but that in attempting this folly, they will 
damage the earth so severely that life will no longer be possible, even for humans. 3 

The Hopis saw Industrial Society in visions, thousands of years ago, and though they did not always 
comprehend these visions at the time, they preserved them in the form of prophecies, which only now begin to make 
sense. An example is their prophecy that there would be cobwebs spun back and forth in the sky. This can be 
understood not only as a reference to power lines, but also to the trails of light made by our ground and air vehicles, as 
revealed in time-elapse photography. 4 These changes in perception illustrate the Hopi's ability to shift their awareness, 
in this case from fleeting human consciousness to the slower vibrations of the vegetable and mineral worlds. 

The Hopis are well aware of the power of dreams, and they know that our illness is a matter of the heart. They 
have also recognized the many signs that the illness becomes terminal, and have repeatedly attempted to warn the world 
through the United Nations, finally succeeding in 1992. The signs have included earthquakes and drastic changes in 



weather patterns, as well as Mother Earth "crying" through the formation of crop circles. These are symptoms not only 
of deforestation and massive extinction of species, but of geological damage to the earth. Mining in general, and 
particularly mining of radioactive materials, is seen as a direct assault on the planet, and on its magnetic balance and 
weather. By spewing waste into the air and water, humans poison the planet's blood, but by digging precious things 
from the land, humans injure the vital organs of a living organism, and invite disaster, for all beings. The Hopis are 
sworn to protect the treasures that lie beneath them. In victory or defeat, they stand for the ultimate truth that earth is 
sacred. 

J _ It is truly ironic that humans regain their long-lost oneness only in mass hallucination _ The experience is rnllprtivp 

because its source is not the diversity of organic life, but the technological monoculture. 

2. This is illustrated by Lakota hunters, who left a piece of their flesh at the spot where an animal was killed, as a symbol 
of their indebtedness, and as a reminder that through death, came life. Even if modern man left fingers in fast-food 
restaurants, the ritual would be empty; the killing is not done by him, but anonymously, by remote control. 

3. This danger is often downplayed by technological Utopians; books such as Third Wave and Futureshock present the 
soft side of trans-humanism. By comparison, the libertarian trans-humanists, also known as Extropians, speak openly of 
"downloading" human awareness into machines, gutting other planets, and turning the universe into a cyberspace. 

4. The film Koyaanisqatsi, which explored this discovery, takes its name from the Elopi word for disintegration, crazy 
life, or a state of life that calls for another way of being. Commuters are compared to sausages flowing through a 
packaging plant, and a rocket launch becomes the ultimate symbol of Industrial Society. 

Wisdom 

Earth and sky 
Elear my song 
I am weary 
And the way is long 
The wind is wild 
And the waves are rough 
Give me wisdom 
Make me strong enough 
To swim that sea 
To crawl up that shore 
To breathe deep and stand 
And find out who I am 
To reach high and climb up 
To find my place 
To be 

To live my life 
To love 
And be loved 
To die 
Peacefully 
In heaven 
Above 

-Chris Korda 

RECOMMENDED READING 

Black Elk Speaks, John G. Neihardt. After having a great vision at an early age, Black Elk became a medicine man. 


He spent the rest of his life trying to realize his dream for the Lakota—and for all people—of the tree of life blooming at 
the center of the sacred hoop. His dream ended in the butchering at Wounded Knee. Years later, with tears running 
down his face. Black Elk tells the Great Spirit that the tree never bloomed, and is withered: "A pitiful old man, you see 
me here, and 1 have fallen away and done nothing...It may be that some little root of the sacred tree still lives. Nourish it 
then, that it may leaf and bloom and fill with singing birds." To see how things could be, but be powerless to make them 
so, surely nothing is harder. Does the preservation of Black Elk's vision in a popular book lessen his defeat? The author 
thought so, but I'm unsure. Even if the tree still lives, how can I nourish it when 1 can barely nourish myself? Or are 
these two are the same, because the tree is in each of us? I also have a vision, and feel unable to realize it. Will 1 end up 
like Black Elk? 

O-Zone, Paul Theroux. Industrial society concentrates its power in cities, but only by ceding control over outlying 
areas, as Hakim Bey and others have observed. Already the elite submit to surveillance, and willingly trade freedom of 
movement for increased security. Today's "knowledge workers" telecommute, and rarely leave their gated communities, 
complete with shopping malls, recreation facilities, and private police. How much longer will it be before cities become 
walled cities? Are we returning to a feudal world? Theroux's answer is yes, and his bone-chilling novel searches for life 
outside the walls. "I'm an Owner...get out of my way and let me through!" 

On Behalf of Wolf and the First Peoples, Joseph Marshall Ill. Unlike hundreds of tribes that became stacks of paper, 
names on a list, or nothing at all, the Lakota are alive, with a surprising amount of their heritage intact. Marshall moves 
easily in the white man's world, but he also listens to his ancestors, and their voices permeate his essays. They stress the 
importance of knowing one's place, and living within the limits of the shared physical world. Every species has a part to 
play in the dance of life, and possesses unique strengths that enable it to survive. The first peoples "did not see their 
ability to reason or understand as anything that made them superior; instead, it was simply their key to survival." Like 
Vonnegut, Marshall distinguishes the Europeans not by their technology, but by their arrogance. Their merciless 
campaign to exterminate the wolf—and the remaining first peoples—in the late 1800s is one of many examples. 

The Only Planet of Choice: Essential Briefings from Deep Space, Phyllis V. Schlemmer and Mary Bennett. After 
three hundred pages of channelled interviews with the Being who speaks for the Council of Nine (also known as Tom), 
the mind boggles. The good news is that total destruction won't be permitted, but other than that, it's up to us, as usual. 
Eyebrow-raising topics include universal civilizations, Atlantis, and Hebrew aliens. Despite urgent warnings to get 
"unstuck," overall the message is positive: "You all have come to Earth to beautify it, to purify it, to love it and be in joy 
with it. Know this: in your time, through your and others' dedication, through the quality of your being on Planet Earth, 
you may bring it to the fulfillment of its creation. That is for us a great joy and we thank you." The Being who visited 
me was considerably less cheerful. How do you say "don't count your chickens"? 

The Wanting Seed, Anthony Burgess. In this outrageous Malthusian comedy from the author of A Clockwork Orange, 
overpopulation is so bad that the government promotes homosexuality. Their slogan: "It's Sapiens to be Homo." The 
humor is very British, of course, and it overwhelms in places, but civilization is demolished, and three out of four pillars 
are covered, in short order. Fans of Aldous Huxley's Brave New World (written thirty years earlier) will notice many 
interesting similarities and differences. Thank you, William, for making me read this. 

Where White Men Fear To Tread, Russell Means with Marvin J. Wolf. Means—another Lakota—achieved lasting 
fame as one of the most outspoken leaders of the American Indian Movement (AIM), for which he and many others 
suffered almost unimaginable violence. His autobiography is white-hot with anger, and it left me exhausted, racked by 
alternating spasms of self-hate and self-pity from which I'm still recovering. 1 can't overcome all of my social 
conditioning in one lifetime; it's too much to ask. I was born and raised in a city, and indoctrinated into the intellectual 
elite. As a child, my knowledge of the world came from books. I thought food came from behind the mirrors in the 
supermarket: I didn't know any better. I learned to read and write and control machines, and the damage is done. My 
skills are only useful to industrial society, and it tempts me, with distractions and a comfortable existence. I drink its 
poison, and my spirit is sick. 1 have no tradition, and I can't be a Lakota, no matter how much I purify myself. I'm an 
outsider, a mental European. Sometimes 1 want to live in a right way, but I'm weak, and Microsoft is big. I weep for 
myself, I'm so ashamed. 

There's an internally recognized beauty of motion and balance on any man-healthy planet...You see in this beauty a 
dynamic stabilizing effect essential to all life. Its aim is simple: to maintain and produce coordinated patterns of greater 
and greater diversity. Life improves the closed system's capacity to sustain life. Life—all life—is in the service of life. 
Necessary nutrients are made available to life by life in greater and greater richness as the diversity of life increases. The 
entire landscape comes alive, filled with relationships and relationships within relationships. 



-Pardot Kynes, First Planetologist of Arrakis 
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FINAL AND COMPLETE INTERVIEW 

Lydia Eccles and the Reverend Chris Korda 


LE: Last year about this time you were soliciting funds for the 
suicide assistance hotline. Whatever happened to that project? 

CK: The suicide assistance hotline project was, um--well, it met 
with an untimely demise. It got off to a great start--it was 
really Scott Stanley's idea. Pastor Scott, excuse me. He had a 
little bit of experience with this kind of thing before. The idea 
was to put up a billboard, take out a few advertisements, for a 
900 number where people would call up and pay for the privilege of 
hearing suicide assistance messages from a voice mail system. We 
couldn't do the live operator thing because we just didn't have 
the staff--besides, nobody really had the guts for that--so, we 
were going to have a set of prerecorded messages--something, I 
forget exactly what it was, but it was something along the lines 
of, "push one if the holidays are getting you down, press two for 
a damned good reason to do it, press three for methods from a to 
z, four for celebrity suicides, five to leave a message, six to 
hear other people's stories, and, I don't know, seven to kill 
yourself right this instant"--I can't remember exactly how it 
went, but the idea was you could listen to all these messages and 
get real, you know, tips, on how to kill yourself, how to do it 
without making a big mess and inconveniencing a lot of people, you 
know, the etiquette of committing suicide and all this kind of 
thing--but meanwhile you'd be paying by the minute for this and 
the Church would be making money. Well, it sounded like a great 
idea on paper and we sent out a call on the internet to raise the 
money for it, and it really got quite a response; we got about 
500 bucks came in very quickly, which was enough to cover the 
billboard although not enough to cover the voice mail system and 
the 900 number, which actually turned out to be very expensive, 
more than a thousand bucks. So, but I was, you know, Scott had 
said that if he could--we had made a bet, basically. I had bet 
Scott that he would never get a suicide assistance billboard up 
with our local billboard company and that if he did get it up I'd 
pay for the hotline. He won the bet; he was able to flummox them 
so totally, he's such a smooth operator, that they would say 
things like, "Are you sure you want it to say suicide assistance 
hotline? It almost sounds like you're going to help people kill 
themselves." And he'd be like, "No, no, no, no, no, you don't 
understand, no, no, it's perfectly okay, just go for it." He 
talked them into it. 

LE; So in other words, they thought it was a suicide prevention 
hotline. 

CK: Absolutely. Totally. I mean they went for it hook, line and 
sinker. The text of the billboard was just hilarious, I mean, you 
know, it'll be in the magazine, you can see it yourself, but I 
mean: "Suicide Assistance Hotline, helping you every step of the 
way--Thousands helped, how about you?" It was really right on the 
edge. And we figured, what the hell? If Ackerley buys it, then 
maybe Nynex will buy it too. But it didn't work out that way. 
Nynex turned out to be quite a bit sharper than Ackerley; they 
also took the liberty of checking our web page at which point the 



game was totally up. 

LE: Well, that's interesting: how'd they even know you had a web 
page? 

CK: I'm not sure how they found out about that; I think they'd 
heard of us somehow. They took one look at that web site and they 
were like, forget about it, you know, you guys are so wrong. 

LE: Did you do any research on the legality of providing concrete 
assistance to people who want to kill themselves? 

CK: We didn't do heavy-duty research; I operated on the 
principle that if it's legal for people to sell books in which 
specific suicide instructions are given--you know, like Final 
Exit, drug dosages, the whole nine yards--if it's legal to publish 
an instructional video on how to kill yourself, and if Kevorkian 
can go around actually offing people and still not go to the 
slammer, we were looking fairly mild. I figured that basically 
with Kevorkian doing what he was doing and getting away with it, 
that we were so upstaged we were just going to be kind of in the 
background somewhere--it would be, who would really want to take 
us on? I was stunned by the fact that Nynex really... 

LE: I think Nynex was more probably concerned with themselves 
getting sued for having allowed it to run. 

CK: That's just the problem--it's all the media monopoly thing. 
I don't think Nynex really gave a crap one way or the other except 
that their lawyers said "Look, you know, we're open to liability 
here, we can't afford to take this risk." What are you going to 
do? Nynex has a monopoly; there isn't any competition and they 
don't have to...it's not like a first amendment case really. 

LE: Why not? Did you ever contact lawyers about it? 

CK: Ah, you know--do we have a first amendment right to have 900 
numbers? I don't know. I mean, maybe. It's possible. But, it 
didn't sound real good. We could have tried to go to , you know, 
to go to. . . 

LE: Well, the Boston Phoenix took on Nynex about that subject. I 
think they sued Nynex because Nynex wouldn't run their adult 
services numbers--but then, the Phoenix thought it was because 
they were competing, or something... 

CK: Well, you know, if we were the Phoenix we would have sued 
them because the Phoenix has money. But we don't have money. We 
spent quite a while trying to attract the attention of various 
free lawyers but, you know, free lawyers are kind of almost an 
oxymoron--I mean, it's like, give me a break! They charge by the 
minute, you know. I guess we didn't persuade any of them that we 
were so likely to win that they could make fabulous dollars off of 
us, and you know, the lawyers, volunteers lawyers for the arts, 
you know, what are they going to do really. Over at the ACLU--the 
ACLU has more pressing matters than some Church that's trying to 
put up a suicide assistance hotline; it's not like high on their 
list of things to worry about. You know, we just didn't get 
anywhere with it. I think if we had a lawyer who was willing to 
take on the case it would have been a whole different thing. 

LE: But you had no problem at all getting the billboard up. 

CK: Ah, billboard was up like that, it was just amazing. And 
what a great billboard it was. It was just a shame that the 
number didn't work. The best part about it was when we were out 



there photographing it and we went over to talk to the guys at the 
gas station--you probably remember this--we were talking to the 
guys at the gas station about the billboard, and, you know, they 
were looking at it and we were looking at it (we were trying to 
pretend we had nothing to do with it, of course--we were just 
press or whatever) so we said to them, "So what do you think?" And 
they were like [in a gruff voice] "Well, you know, you know if you 
stand there long enough and you look at it long enough, it almost 
sounds like they're in favor of suicide." I felt like slapping the 
guy on the back and offering him a cookie or something--I mean, 
this was like, have we been sniffing the gasoline fumes? I think, 
most people, probably, it just went right over their heads--I 
mean, I don't know how many people saw it, for God's sakes it was 
in the middle of fucking nowhere in Dorchester. But people 
probably drove right by it and didn't even think about it for a 
second. Which is funny, and interesting. 

LE: How about the other billboard activities this year? 

CK: Ah, yes, there's been quite a bit of billboard activity this 
year. There was of course, you know, "Names can't be named" but 
there was the [clears throat] billboard modification that was made 
in Cambridge ... course I [clears throat]-- 

LE: Okay, that would be the "Man's mind, once stretched by a new 
idea, never returns to its original size"? 

CK: Uh, "never regains its original dimensions." That's right. 
It was modified to say "Man's anus, once stretched by"--what was 
it?--"once stretched by... 

LYDIA and REVEREND KORDA, simultaneously: "a big penis" 

CK: "never regains its original dimensions." I don't know. What 
can we say about it? Whoever did this is--these were very 
obviously very disturbed individuals, clearly sociopathic 
tendencies and obviously presenting a serious danger to society 
and I think we should use the maximum penalty of the law against 
them, don't you? 

LE: Yes, although of course they weren't advocating procreation 
so I suppose the Church would have to stand aside and applaud. On 
one level. 

CK: Yeah, I guess--on one level, we'll stand aside and applaud. 
But we can't have people running around modifying billboards and 
so forth; I mean, that's just against the law. So, you know, I 
don't know. 

LE: I heard that that billboard definitely got a lot of attention 
because it was--in the half-day that it was up, there were 
apparently people in the street photographing it. The Boston 
Herald was interested in it and wanted to do a story but the 
editors nixed it. 

CK: Isn't that funny, that's what I heard too. You see, I heard 
that whoever was putting it up, while they were putting it up, 
that people were stopping their cars in the middle of the street 
and honking their horns and hooting and hollering and getting out 
of their cars and taking pictures and that the next day when 
whoever, when our photographers went down to take pictures of the 
billboard, which we discovered, we found that the Boston Herald 
was already there, that there was a small swarm of people milling 
around and everybody was wondering what was going on. It's kind 



of interesting that the Boston Herald went to all the trouble to 
send somebody down there to take pictures and interview everybody 
about it and then nix the story at the last minute but I guess you 
can't expect too much from the Boston Herald. 

LE: Well, I guess there--I heard it was up on the bulletin board 
at the paper. Everybody at the paper really liked it. But I 
guess the editorial decision-makers--their mind remained the 
original size. 

CK: Yeah, I think so. That sounds about right. 

LE: Should I ask about Unapack now or should I go to the Rainbow? 
CK: I guess we could cover Unapack, yeah. Briefly. 

LE : Okay. I know that you've been seen —you know, you were on 
the cover of Fifth Estate holding a sign that says "America is 
voting for the Unabomber" and, you know, that you ended up 
becoming, you know, as a citizen speaking out on behalf of that 
campaign. What was your involvement? It wasn't official Church 
involvement, was it? 

CK: Oh, of course not, no. That's not permitted; we have to, 
you know, as a non-profit organization we are forbidden from 
entering into electoral politics in any way. But as a private 
citizen I can of course do pretty much whatever I want. I 
definitely did support the Unabomber for President campaign; in 
fact, I would say I was one of its pivotal supporters and worked 
very hard. I think it's safe to say that a large percentage of my 
energy this year went into that campaign. And it was energy well 
spent; the campaign, as you have pointed out, was a complete 
success: the Unabomber won. You said that if voter turnout was 
less than 50% then the Unabomber campaign would declare victory 
and it was 48% and so your word is good enough for me. 

LE: What's the relationship between the mission of the Church and 
the mission of the Unabomber? 

CK: Oh, jeez, well that's a hard one. There's some overlap, of 
course. I think that to put it succinctly: the Unabomber 
campaign and the Church of Euthanasia are approaching the same 
issue from very different — from two opposite sides. In both cases 
there's a focus on the replacement of diversity with monoculture. 

It's just that with the Church—the Church has always been more 
concerned with biological, with the biological diversities, you 
know, the actual —the ecosystems of the earth being domesticated 
and destroyed and replaced with genetic monocultures, monoculture 
crops, and the elimination of actual biological species. Whereas 
the Unabomber campaign was always more concerned with social 
diversity, with the effect of corporations reducing... I'm not 
really explaining this very well. How to really say it except to 
say that basically the issue always was the issue of diversity vs. 

monoculture and that the Church was focusing more on biological 
diversity and biological monoculture, whereas the Unabomber 
campaign was focusing more on the social aspects of it and the way 
in which corporations and media and the information society affect 
social diversity [plus garbled word at end]. 

LE : One way that I saw it, as someone who was working on the 
Unabomber campaign, was that I was working on the campaign because 
of—well, let's put it this way. The Unabomber was very concerned 
with the issue of propaganda and communication and inability for 




certain ideas to be heard. The way I thought about it was, the 
destruction of human society and the destruction of the physical 
environment are linked together, that the... 

CK: Yes. No, you're right. 

LE: The propaganda system that is involved in controlling human 
behavior is also involved in--that it's essential to control human 
beings in order to rape the Earth. 

CK: Yes, you're right of course. The best way to explain it is 
to say there was actually a document in which the two met. There 
was kind of a magna charta type of deal, and the magna charta was 
the Veal Manifesto which was pretty widely distributed, I know a 
lot of the-- 

LE : What's that reference to veal? 

CK: The Veal Manifesto was--well, it was a reference to your 
slogan, "We Are The Veal." "We Are The Veal" is kind of the 
overlap area where the Unabomber campaign and the Church of 
Euthanasia meet. It's the idea that, you know, I think you 
probably expressed it best when you said that it's easy for people 
to see how animals are degraded, humiliated and [made to] suffer 
as a result of industrial society. But it's much harder for 
people to see that they also suffer, and that they--that people 
are just as much victims of industrial society as the animals, and 
that people are just as much domesticated. I think that's what 
the "We Are The Veal" sticker was about and I think that was the 
common ground between the two ideas. We're opposing domestication 
in all of its forms, whether it be of animals or of humans. 

CK: One of the things that occurred to me as I was working on it 
was that a problem that environmental movements have is that 
people tend to interpret environmentalism--in fact, they call them 
"ego-fascists"--the environment as being opposed to human 
gratification and enjoyment, like that it's, you know, you can 
either have a good time or take care of the environment. In 
bringing the two issues together in Unapack, we were kind of 
saying the opposite, which is that the very force that depresses 
us and deprives us of being able to fulfill our desires is--it's 
the same process that's destroying the Earth. It's not like, our 
desires vs. the Earth; it's like, we are part of the nature 
that's being destroyed. To me, connecting the two things up took 
the kind of--it almost gave like a—by relating the two it made 
preserving the environment seem less like a self-sacrificing thing 
and more of a self-realizing thing. 

CK: Maybe. But we're in pretty deep water there. 

LE : I'm going to go on. You were present at the Democratic 
National Convention campaigning for Unapack and then afterwards we 
all stopped off in Gary, Indiana and took photographs there. What 
was the reason for stopping in Gary and what is the significance 
of Gary to the Church? 

CK: I'd always viewed it from the beginning as making a 
pilgrimage to Gary because I'd never been to Gary but I'd always 
heard that Gary, Indiana was the worst industrial area in the 
United States, bar none--you know, with the possible exception of 
Baton Rouge--that it was the absolute worst. Bear in mind that I 
grew up in New York City and I've seen New Jersey and I've seen, 
you know, Pittsburgh and Philadelphia; I've seen some stuff. So, 



I'd always heard that Gary trumped everything I've ever seen and 
so I felt it was my duty to go out there and make a pilgrimage 
there and to kind of see what had been done. I felt I needed to 
see with my own eyes what the people had done to the Earth there. 

I took that very seriously and lo and behold was I surprised as 
we were driving down Rte. 80 when you could actually see it from 
the highway; I remember the moment very clearly--we were all 
stunned. I don't think any of us were prepared for just how 
complete and utter the devastation was, I mean it was--it went on 
for miles and miles and miles and you could just see the clouds of 
yellow smoke in the air. It really was like a scene from hell. 
At that time, I resolved that I would actually have to go out to 
where the refineries were and get up close and see it. That's how 
the trip got started. I actually went out there twice. I went 
out there once with Deacon Kelly, who kind of knew his way 
around--you know, he's lived there for a long time. He showed us 
around. I was actually there with Deacon Kelly and...oh, what's 
his name, from ogre network... St. Andrew and his pal. We were 
tooling around all day, looking at the refineries and stuff. Took 
a few pictures, didn't get too close. But I did get out the car 
and get down on my knees and pray in front of some of the 
refineries. It was after having come back from that and been so 
moved by that that we decided it would be worth it to go out there 
and do it again, do it properly. 

LE; We tried to get close up to one of them and ended up getting 
followed by security there. 

CK: Oh, yeah, we were getting followed by security. 

LE ; I thought that was kind of funny because you dropped your 
glasses and when you dropped your glasses--tell about how you said 
we were going to have a fashion shoot. 

CK: Oh, right, right. No, it was a disaster--we were being 
followed pretty much the whole time by these kind of Cherokee Jeep 
type things with flashing lights on them. We were definitely in 
the belly of the beast and they didn't like us one bit. And, you 
know, they wanted to confiscate our film and all of that good 
stuff--at one point they pulled us over and asked us to leave, and 
we didn't leave, and we pulled over somewhere else and got out and 
we were taking pictures inside the perimeter. They just came 
right up and they were going to--I think they were pretty much 
ready to haul us off but we said we were having a fashion shoot 
and that we weren't, you know, performing any kind of industrial 
espionage. It was pretty obvious that we weren't; I mean, we 
didn't really look like spies or anything--we looked pretty kooky. 

But the worst of it was, as you said, that I left my glasses 
somewhere somehow in all the running around and running from the 
police we lost them and we had to go back and find them and we had 
to get them to help us. We had to give them all our driver's 
licenses. It was pretty... it was touch-and-go; I definitely was 
getting bad vibes. 

LE: Yeah, well, it was pretty touch-and-go also stopping in all 
the little road stops along the way. I thought that was pretty 
gutsy. 

CK: Yeah, yeah, it was gutsy. I mean, you know, my automobile is 
bound to attract some attention with all those bumper stickers on 



it. When they actually get a look at us, it's, uh, yeah, like you 
say--it's gutsball. 

LE: One of the things that amazed me was that in the midst of all 
that wasteland and smoke to see tract housing popping up in 
between the factories every once in a while. 

CK: Yeah, no, it really is like--it's like Eraserhead; I mean, 
it's people living in the middle of an industrial wasteland. 
There's no other way to describe it. I think people are born and 
raised and grow old and die without ever leaving Gary, Indiana. 
That's got to be one of the scariest things you could possibly 
imagine. I've never seen anything worse than that. 

LE : It's a good argument for man's ability to adapt to anything. 

I imagine that if people were born there--even though they know 
it's not good for them, they probably learned to just put that out 
of their minds or something. I mean, it shows that the population 
as a whole would probably be willing to tolerate that. 

CK: Oh, I don't doubt it at all. Humans have proved themselves 
to be almost infinitely adaptable. You know, let's face it, 
that's why there needs to be less of them. If there aren't less 
of them, they're going to turn the whole Earth into something 
resembling Gary, Indiana and then we're going to have big 
problems. 

LE : Well, I remember when I was young it was a joke that one day 
you'd only be drinking bottled water or that there'd be weather 
reports that would tell you about pollution and it came true like 
years ago. 

CK: Yeah, and now of course we have oxygen bars in many cities, 
in Hong Kong, in Tokyo, and other cities, so--yeah, today's 
science fiction is tomorrow's reality. 

LE: And again I think it sort of links into the human system 
because it's already a situation where people who can afford it 
can buy pure air, pure food, or get out of places like Gary. 

CK: Yeah, and everybody else is screwed. 

LE: You made a pilgrimage also to the Rainbow this year--tell me 
about that. I wasn't there. 

CK: Ah, yes, well--the Church's annual meeting was held at the 
Rainbow and it was quite an experience for me. I would say that 
was probably the high point of my year. It was my first Rainbow 
Gathering. I had read a lot about it before I went. One of my 
best friends, Kevin, had been to I think six of them, so, you 
know, he told me a lot about it. I went with him, so I didn't 
feel too frightened, but still nothing could have prepared me for 
the reality of it. It was unlike anything else I've ever been 
exposed to. I mean, right off the bat the most obvious difference 
is, if you're not familiar with the Rainbow Gathering, for one 
thing it's a money-free zone; it's considered deadly impolite to 
offer people money for anything at the Rainbow. The other thing 
that's very different is that there's no homeless people at the 
Rainbow; the general idea is that even if you have only the most 
minimal social skills, somewhere, somehow, somebody's going to 
feed you. You know, if you don't have--there's people who show up 
to the Rainbow with nothing, not even a cup or a spoon or a 
blanket. You know, those people are going to have some 
problems--nobody's going to serve them without a bowl or a 



spoon--they're going to have to make a bowl out of a Pepsi bottle 
or something and find something to eat with. But once they do 
those things then somebody's going to feed them and they're going 
to be taken care and not just left to die. And, you know, that's 
a very different way of looking at things. The idea is that some 
people come a month before, or a couple of months before and put a 
huge amount of energy and love into making it possible to serve 
food to a lot of people, and other people of course show up with 
nothing, and some people are somewhere in the middle. And 
hopefully it all balances out. I didn't see anything really go 
wrong while I was there; I saw mostly things going right. 

LE ; Did you do any Church activities while you were there, I mean 
aside from having your meeting? 

CK: Well, we came prepared--I came prepared to really cause a lot 

of trouble. I had all these signs with me, like, "The Rainbow 
Family is Big Enough" and--what were some of the other ones — 

LE ; "A Hippie with a Child is Looking for a Job"... 

CK: Yeah, right, yeah and like—oh, there was other ones: "No 

Kid No Labor" and you know, all kinds of stuff like this. 

LE : Yeah. 

CK: Yeah. And so, I was prepared to really tear it up with the 

Rainbow people. 

LE : This was because you thought there'd be a lot of breeders. 

CK: Yeah, and there were a lot of breeders. But when it came 
down to it, it just wasn't—we were over-amped. I mean, it was 
just too mean. I couldn't do it. I would have been totally by 
myself. I couldn't find a single other person to carry one of 
those signs. It would have been like walking in Gay Pride with a 
sign that read "HIV doesn't equal AIDS", about the same kind of 
thing, totally quixotic. I just couldn't do it; in the end it 
was just not worth it to cause that much trouble. There was too 
much other things to do, really. 

LE: I got the impression that also you just kind of wanted to be 

able to enjoy the experience yourself, I mean, while you were 

there. 

CK: Yeah, I didn't really want to be--I didn't want to have to be 

the Reverend the whole time. I wanted to just be able to meet the 
wonderful people that I met and really get into the spiritual 
experience of being one with so many people and feeling really 

close to the Earth, and so that's what I did and I got to say it 
was definitely the most powerful spiritual experience I'd ever 
had. The Fourth of July is traditionally always the big thing 
that happens at the Rainbow, the huge ceremony of peace; the 

whole morning everyone is silent throughout the area and then 
around noon there's a ritual and the silence is broken. You know, 
that was definitely Earth magic and it's the largest scale Earth 
magic I've ever participated in. It was an extraordinary 
experience, so I was very happy with it. We did actually have a 
Church meeting at one point, but it was a small affair; there was 
only actually a handful of Church members there: myself. Pastor 

Scott LaMorte, and um--actually, I guess that was really about it. 
LE : Kevin? 

CK: Yeah, Kevin, right, 

with Church members. 


It wasn't exactly as if we were overrun 



LE: What is the Rainbow--what do they represent, I mean, like, 

for instance, was this mainly a social experience? Were they, I 
mean, it wasn't like--was it like really roughing it, or was it 
like a big camp? I'm just trying... I mean, or was the Earth 
mainly there in terms of...I'm sorry. I'll start again. I 

just...What is the intent of--what is the Rainbow and what's their 
mission? 

CK: Well, it's kind of hard to say because, by a long-standing 

tradition, no one speaks for the Rainbow family. The Rainbow 
family is everyone who's there. I think it gets a lot of its 
inspiration from Native American philosophy in the sense that all 
the decisions are made by consensus as opposed to the democratic 
method which those people would regard as the tyranny of the 
majority over the minority. So, you know it's--it's very diff- 
--it's just hard to describe. I mean, it's not just any one 

thing. There are people who go there for social reasons 
exclusively, I suppose, but I think for most people it's some of 
both. There's a lot of socializing, there's a lot of music, 
there's a lot of--you know, there's a lot of hanging out, and 

eating, and taking care of each other, and there's also the 

spiritual aspect of it. I think for most people it's a mixture of 
all of those things. 

LE: Is the Church going to be going back to the Rainbow? Do you 

feel like the Church has sort of identified with it a little bit? 
CK: Yes, I do. Unless I have an overwhelming reason not to, I'm 

going to schedule the Church's next annual meeting at the Rainbow 
Gathering in 97 which will be held I believe in Oregon or in the 
Oregon area in the week before and the week after the fourth of 
July. So, there you have it; it's in print: we're going, we're 
doing it. 

LE: And, as a city boy, how was it being out in the woods for 

that long? 

CK: It was rough, you know-- 

LE: A city person. 

CK: A city kid, yeah, no, it was rough, I'd never been to... I 

mean, I--we're talking, you know, a three-mile hike. I did the 
hike several times, one time with a 50 lb. bag of rice. We were 
hauling around giant jugs of water everywhere and digging holes 
and carrying wood. You know, I'm not used to that type of thing 
and it was very exhilarating for me. I've got to say that by the 
time I came back from that I was in better health than I'd ever 
been and felt terrific. But make no mistake: it was a bit of a 
stretch for me, and there were parts of it that were scary. But I 
was really lucky; I really owe a great debt of gratitude to Scott 
LaMorte for getting me in with the By The Way kitchen, who were 
wonderful people and who--you know, without them I don't think it 
could ever have been the same. They welcomed me into their 
family, and I'm deeply, deeply grateful. 

LE: Okay, now I want to get on to the abortion clinic activities. 

Before getting into each indi--to what really went on, what got 
you started to focus on this over the summer? 

CK: Well, I don't know how it got started, you know, that's an 

interesting point. I'm really not sure. My memory of it is that 
we got back from Chicago and a week later, we were causing trouble 




at an abortion clinic. It must have been a choppy week, because 
I'm sure that what happened is that Pastor Kim called me up and 
said something, but I don't know what he said. It's lost in the 
mists of time here. He must have fired me up somehow. Maybe you 
remember. 

LE: I just remember that--I know that Der Spiegel was coming. 

CK: Aaaahhhh, you're so right. That's exactly what it is. Well, 

that's right. So, the big excitement was that Der Spiegel--I'd 
been wooing Der Spiegel all year, you know, or they'd been wooing 
me, really; it just had been a matter of getting it hooked up, 

since they're in Germany, you know, it's a bit of a big deal. But 

they'd been saying that they were going to come to Boston for 

months and they finally were coming and they were coming the week 
after we got back from Chicago. Kim and I sat down and realized 
that we were going to have to, you know, show them a good time. I 
mean, they weren't coming up to just--they made it pretty clear 
that they weren't coming up to just sit around and talk and drink 
coffee. They wanted to see us in action, and we pretty much felt 
like we owed it to them to do something interesting and exciting. 
LE ; Yeah, I remember that that was amazing because you got--you 
didn't even have a break when you got back from Chicago because 
you were immediately trying to put together the first 

demonstrations. So the first one was...the first one was at Repro 
and I remember showing up there. Operation Rescue and the 
Catholic Church were supposedly going to be there but it was a 
smaller--it was only a few of them there. 

CK: Yeah, there was only a handful of them there. We were a bit 

late; I think we missed the big crowd. But we got a pretty good 
turn-out for ourselves. We had a number of our own troops there, 
and Der Spiegel was there, as predicted. It was a damn good thing 
that you wound up making all those signs for the Rainbow because 
they came in handy for the abor--even though they weren't used at 
the Rainbow they certainly came in handy for the abortion protest. 
They were great signs, and they— 

LE : What were the--name off some of the signs because I know 

they're not all in the photos. 

CK: I have them all written down at home. They're, you know— 

LE: "Fuck Breeding" — 

CK: "Fuck Breeding" was the one that sticks in my mind, but 

also— 

LE: "Sperm-Free Cunts for the Earth" — 

CK: "Sperm-Free Cunts for the Earth," "Fetuses are for 

Scraping"--oh, god, and then there's more--"Depressed? Commit 
Spermicide"; "No Kid, No Labor"--I don't know. We'll get the 
list when we get home. But it was, you know, stunning stuff, and 
real stirring. Of course. Vermin Supreme was there, and he was in 
rare form that day. I think everybody who's seen the videotape 
can agree that that was one of Vermin's best days ever. He had 
his megaphone out and he was harassing going by— 

LE: He had his Satan mask on— 

CK: He had his Satan mask on and his little jiggling eyeballs and 

he was--what was the wonderful thing he was saying, something 
about how, you know, something about "This is Satan here, and I 
want you all to--" 




LE: "Watch TV, eat red meat, and try to drive your car as much as 

possible." 

CK: That's right--"Watch TV, eat red meat, and try to drive your 

car as much as possible, read a newspaper, and throw it away." 

LE : "And together we can make hell on Earth." 

CK: [laughs] 

LE : But he also called for people to--he called for shows of 

hands among passers-by as to how many had--were using 
contraception, how many had had vasectomies 
CK: That's right. 

LE: He led a march down through Brookline. 

CK: Yeah, he certainly did. 

LE: And I also thought--it was funny, at that protest, the 

Operation Rescue surveillance people were there, people who I 
later saw at both the other demonstrations, but they were being 
incognito, they just wanted to scope it out. They accused the 
Church of being Satanists; they were quite angry. And a woman 
across the street was praying with a rosary, and Vermin was 
yelling with a megaphone that we were going to sacrifice a goat in 
her name that she might become enlightened. 

CK: We're going to sacrifice a gerbil. 

LE : A gerbil. 

CK: Yes, we're going to sacrifice a gerbil to the unborn. 

LE: And you were singing, "All we are saying"-- 

CK: "All we are saying is fetus pate." Yup, yup. All that good 

stuff. 

LE: But the neighborhood that it's in is a very kind of affluent 

and you know, unexciting neighborhood and it was pretty great 
watching the people walk by these incredible signs and Vermin in 
his Satan mask and Chris with dolls nailed on to--were they nailed 
onto crucifixes then or did-- 
CK: I think-- 

LE: Dolls on poles with blood coming out of their mouths--and 

these people would just--many of them would walk by and just 
pretend there was nothing strange going on at all. 

CK: Yeah, totally ignore it. Like it was nothing happening at 

all. 

LE: And another interesting thing was that other people were so 
sick of seeing the Operation Rescue people that they assumed it 
was Operation Rescue, which was, you know... either way it helped 
out. 

CK: There was one guy who was so excited when he figured out 

which side we were on--he had totally read us the wrong way. 
Yeah, so no, it was a confusing day for everyone. But one of the 

things that struck me was that we got a very good reaction from 

the clinic escorts. It turned out that Pastor Kim actually knew 
one of the escorts that day, and he was a friend of his and they'd 

worked together at one point. And so, you know, that was really 

an important thing. If the escorts had really hated us and asked 
us to leave, I think we would have had to think about leaving, 
because, you know, I mean they're the guys who' re trying to keep 
the doors open and keep the Christians from going in there and 
machine-gunning everybody. So, you know, but the escorts liked 
us . 






LE : Now was that the clinic where the killing actually happened? 

CK: No, that was not one of the buildings where the shooting had 

actually taken place. That was the next weekend. 

LE : Yeah. I mean, I think the interesting thing about--I think 

it shows something about NOW that the people who were there 
working, you know, under--the people who were there representing 
NOW were quite appreciative of the Church of Euthanasia and that 
kind of confirms my thesis that NOW is drastically underutilizing 
the imagination of people who are against abortion. 

CK: Oh, yeah, it's just embarrassing. You know, the NOW people, 

I mean it's--I hate to say it, because they, you know, they've 
done some useful things, but, I mean, their idea of a protest is a 
bunch of people standing around with identical signs, you know, 
singing a little song, you know, "keep your rosaries off my 
ovaries" or whatever and, you know, it's cute, but it's no 
substitute for real, you know, Dada tactics. I mean it just, you 
know, it's totally ignorable. And the sad thing about all this 
that's so important to remember is that, you know, there's a price 
to be paid. And the price is that the Christians are winning; 
they've been winning for a long time. You know, most people know 
perfectly well that the right to abortion has been severely 
restricted in this country for many years now. Federal funding 
dried up completely in the 80's and many states now--even if you 
have money, it's not so easy to get an abortion, and if you don't 
have money, forget it. You're, you know, it's just not an option. 

You know, so--how is that so? How is it that the Christians are 
winning? The reason the Christians are winning is because their 
tactics are better. They have a wonderful sense of timing; 

they're imaginative; they use visuals well; they definitely go 
for the throat. And, you know, that's why I felt that we had to 
do what we had to do. We had to get out there and show the 
Christians that not everybody was going to just take it lying down 
and that we could out-shock and out-disgust them any day. We were 
basically seizing the moral low ground right out from under them. 
LE : Of course they get a lot of their tactics very consciously 

from the Yippies in the 60's. And I think NOW's big problem is 
that they permit themselves to play the role of audience, and of 
course the news isn't going to cover the audience at a theatrical 
event. 

CK: No, no, exactly right. 

LE: Whereas, when Church of Euthanasia showed up, all of a sudden 

Operation Rescue became the audience. 

CK: Yes, yes, that's the essence of it. We could out--we were 
much, you know--they think they're pretty hot shit but we have 
tactics they've never even dreamed of. And so I think it was 
really worthwhile; I mean, I felt like we had to--in each of 
these abortion protests we did, each time we had to up the voltage 
a little bit, or even a lot. 

LE: You definitely upped the voltage with your banner at the next 

one. 

CK: Der Spiegel had such a good time and enjoyed it so much that 
they decided they wanted to come back next weekend. At first we 
were dismayed. I was totally exhausted by that point; I had now 
been, you know, on straight for weeks, and what do I find out but 



that we got to do the whole thing again. 

LE: Of course, you also wanted to--I remember that you psyched 

about actually finding a lot more Christians to confront. 

CK: Yeah, we felt a bit bad that we hadn't really--you know, we 

had to apologize to Der Spiegel because there'd only been--you 
know, we promised them this big confrontation and there'd only 
been a handful of Christians. So, we got some inside dope, we had 
an infiltrator and we infiltrated Operation Rescue and we found 
out that they were planning something really big for the next 
weekend. And so, Der Spiegel planned to come back up, and this 
time we figured we'd better, you know--this wasn't going to be no 
milk run; this time we were really going to have to really 

deliver. So we put together a 13 foot tall, 6 foot wide "Eat a 
Queer Fetus for Jesus" banner; we had all the signs from last 
time; plus, this time we had two [megaphones] --we had our own 
megaphone. We had--god! Vermin had all these special fetuses 

that he'd made out of paper, kind of gigantic, paper, multi¬ 
colored fetuses. 

LE; We had a press release, too--there was--television was there; 

I would say at least 15 Church members who were carrying signs. 
CK: Oh, it was 20. I counted. We had at least 20 of our own 

people there and I counted 5 or 6 video cameras; I mean there was 

two TV stations; the cops were videotaping; the clinic was 
videotaping; the Christians were videotaping; and then of course 
you were videotaping. You know, it's actually kind of interesting 
on a side note--my roommate Becky was over at the--she was at that 
one and the next week she was over at a friend's house whose 
parents are right-to-lifer Christians, super hard-core, you know, 
right-to-lifers. And they were all sitting around watching a 
video. She sat down and watched some of it and she was on it! 

LE: What video was it? 

CK: It was a video that was circulated, I guess, around 

Christians in Boston-- 
LE : Wow! 

CK: --and it was a video that had been taken at the Brookline 
clinic and it was all about us! 

LE: Maybe we can arrange a video swap with them. 

CK: I'd love to see-- 

LE: They might have gotten better photos than we did! 

CK: Yeah, they might have! But, I mean, I think that we were, 

you know, big news. I think that our video images have probably 
traveled all over the country, because I-- 

LE: That's interesting to think that they're actually probably 

disseminating Church materials more than the Church is. They have 
a bigger network. 

CK: It's fascinating, isn't it. 

LE : They've promoted you before. 

CK: They have, they have. They seem--I'm not sure why, but they 

have. Now, which were you referring to? 

LE: I was referring to them tagging your web page as the most 

disgusting and despicable thing that Christians should check out 
just to know how bad the state of affairs were. 

CK: Ah, yes, that's right, www dot-- 

LE: And Rush Limbaugh also promoted you. 





CK: That's right. Rush Limbaugh and then you have 

www.christiangallery.com which cited us as one of the three 
examples of--I'm really proud to say that of the three examples 
they cited of the most heinous, depraved behavior on the Internet, 
we were one, and our sister organization the First Church of 
Christ Abortionist was the other. 

LE : Well, I was thinking that this could actually turn into a new 

tactic, which would be--rather than trying to get mainstream, you 
know, to approach, you know, to use the right wing as a way of 
disseminating imagery because all these people have kids, you 
know. And the other thing I was thinking would be funny would be 
that you could try to raise funds for the Church by sending out a 
letter with images of your stuff on it and sort of pretend like 
you were somehow opposed to it. 

CK: [laughs] 

LE: And see if you could get them to donate money. 

CK: That's a great idea. We need an anti-Church group, and anti- 
Church of Euthanasia group that would go out and try and raise 
money to stop the Church of Euthanasia. That's brilliant! 

LE : I mean, it sure beats the heck out of Piss Christ, as far as 

shockingness goes, and look how much money they raised through 
that. 

CK: It's brilliant! I don't know why we didn't think of it 

before! I think that's going to be the fundraising tactic for 97. 
Thank you, Lydia! 

LE: I think I'll flip this tape now. 

CK: So anywhere there we were in Brookline and we'd upped the 

voltage and we really, you know, we were walking down the street 
in formation with all of our stuff, the cops saw us coming, and, 
it was, you know, I mean, the first thing they said was, "If you 
turn on that megaphone, we're going to arrest all of you." 

LE : Well, first I have to add that since I was videotaping, I was 

at all of these events before you guys showed up which was kind of 
fun because I got to see you make your entrance which was 
extremely humorous and dramatic every time, but before you came 
they went in formation and they marched down the sidewalks singing 
hymns through megaphones. And they got all the way down--they 
planted themselves in their position and they were starting to say 
their prayers when all of a sudden at a long distance, I saw very 
visibly, "Eat a Queer Fetus for Jesus" come marching down the 
street. And all the people, everyone stopped, and they were all 
staring in total disbelief. 

CK: Oh, my god, I wish I'd seen footage of that. It really was 

something. I mean, it must have just totally blown their minds. 
You know, and we didn't go away, I mean, we weren't a passing 
thing. We came and we stayed--we were there for hours, you know, 
in the rain and stuff. It was kind of like a pitched battle, it 
was kind of like World War I; I mean, they had their trench and 
we had ours and they were singing their hymns and praying and we 
were singing "Every Sperm is Sacred" and "All we are saying is 
fetus pate"--k 

LE : That was also where Raven's speech premiered, right? 

CK: That's right, the "Abortion is a sacred rite." We'd counted 

on having a megaphone so that he could kind of cut through the fog 




a little bit, but we wound up losing our voices because he was 
screaming his sermon out over the crowd. 

LE: Actually, it was Scott--I mean, it was Kim. 

CK: Kim actually wound up reading it, for whatever reasons. But 
it was a beautiful bit of sermon there. I also read e-sermon #15 
which is featured in this issue. I was walking right in front of 
the Christians, pretty much right up in their faces reciting that. 

They were pretty good at ignoring us, but I know that there were 
some people who were listening to what we had to say. 

LE: It was interesting because as long as you were motionless the 

police kept you behind barricades but then Vermin noticed that 
some of their people were doing a walking picket in front of the 
clinic. So then he said, "If they can walk, we can walk." So what 
ended up happening was a walking picket that was made up half of 
Church of Euthanasia people. Well, one person would walk by with 
a scraped fetus and behind her would be somebody with a sign 
saying "Fetuses are for Scraping." 

CK: [laughs] 

LE: And it was really confusing. The best thing about these 

events is that it creates confusion as to who's on what side and 
the people who were passing by just were gaping. 

CK: Yeah, yeah. No, you're right, I mean it was very confusing. 

I also remember that the NOW people, some of the clinic escorts 
from last time, were there, and also the Boston director of NOW, 
whose name I forget--I have it written down. But she was there, 
and we'd actually spoken to her on the phone and warned her, 
beforehand, that all this was going to go down. So NOW had about 
5 people there, and we went over and talked to them, and, you 
know, because we wanted to see where their heads were at, and they 
were very supportive. 

LE: I think that NOW actually holds the reins on people who feel 

very strongly but they just never had an opportunity to act on the 
strength of their beliefs because NOW's been too busy trying to be 
socially acceptable. 

CK: Yeah, I think that's absolutely right. 

LE: They're still apologizing about abortion. 

CK: Yeah, exactly. I think it's all pretty basic stuff; I've 

always maintained that their first big mistake was to coin the 
moniker "pro-choice." You know, of course the Church of Euthanasia 
isn't pro-choice and we never will be. I think that they adopted 
a kind of passive, defensive stance and that the demise of Roe vs. 

Wade is the price we paid for that. But, you know, that doesn't 
stop them as individual people from having a very clear sense of 
appreciation for what the Church was able to do. 

LE: NOW just capitalizes on the fact that a lot of women are 

incredibly angry and so they call up NOW--you know, NOW provides 
them with a way of expressing the anger. But I think that your 
tactics probably will inspire, you know, a lot of the women who've 
been calling up NOW to come up with other things to do, because 
those kind of tactics encourage people to use their own energy, 
express things as strongly as they feel them. 

CK: Yeah, I mean the bottom line is that-- 

LE: Those aren't members of NOW who are out there, they're just 

people who want to defend the clinics. 




CK: I mean, the bottom line is we were standing in front of one 

of the clinics where a shooting had taken place not all that long 
ago, only a little over a year ago. You know, it seemed to me 
that the situation called for extreme tactics. I mean, people 
said it couldn't happen in Boston but it did happen in Boston, and 
there we were with our bloody babies and our skulls and our 
bizarre signs testifying to the violence of the situation. I 
think that the essence of what the Church of Euthanasia does at 
these things is that we try--the Christians' whole thing is 
fundamentally coercive. They want to push you into a situation 
where you have to respond to them, where they're seizing control 
of the whole issue and showing you--they're saying that you're the 
ones that's causing the violence. The violence is coming from 
you. But we know perfectly well that the violence is coming from 
them, and the Church of Euthanasia tactics are designed to unseat 
the Christians, to expose the violence that's slumbering in them. 

We want the violence to be on the surface. Because when it's on 
the surface and it's visible, it's less dangerous. Then it's out 
in the open and we can talk about it. We can say, "Okay, ya'll 
have these violent feelings about these fetuses being destroyed," 
and we can talk about that. It's much more dangerous when they're 
hidden. So I think that what we were doing is that we were just 
kind of—I think we were—I'm not sure, maybe you can help me, I'm 
not sure what the word is, but we were exposing the underlying 
situation. The Christians want to keep it in this kind of like, 
you know, this religious dimension, you know, like, "Oh, it's, you 
know, the fetuses are sacred, and they're human lives and 
everything"--but that's not really the issue. We'll talk about 
this more with the last clinic, but you know, I came to understand 
that the real issue has nothing to do with the rights of unborn 
children. It has to do with sex. That's what it's really all 
about. These people are terrified of human sexuality and 
especially of pleasure. That's their whole agenda. 

LE: I think it also has to do with control of women. 

CK: Yeah, control of women and-- 

LE : and, you know, enforcing patriarchy, basically. 

CK: Absolutely, enforcing patriarchal authority and restricting 

pleasure. You know, and they feel violently about that. 

LE: So it's a little similar to--I mean, as with the GOP banner 

that was put up in front of the library by the International-- 
CK: Yes! It's calling a spade a spade. 

LE: It's calling a spade a spade, but it's also making a link 

between some almost reasonable-sounding social policies and the 
basic emotional set of fascism. 

CK: Yes, I think that's right. And of course, fascism's such an 

interesting word. I think that for me the essence of fascism and 
of totalitarianism is when everything is black and white. When 
everything is clearly defined, one way or the other, right and 
wrong, good and evil. Our whole position has always been to try 
and disrupt that by being as ambiguous as possible. We like 
ambiguity, because I always say ambiguity is the antidote to 
fascism. When things are murky and paradoxical and undefined, 
people are actually forced to think for themselves, and then we 
can actually start to really learn something. 




LE: Well, that's another thing. I think that one of the effects 

of what you've done is you made Operation Rescue visible again as 
a presence. I think that people have gotten very used to them and 
almost numb to them, and anyone who went by those demonstrations 
probably looked carefully at what was happening and thought about 
the fact that the clinics were under assault by Operation Rescue 
for the first time in a year or two. 

CK: Operation Rescue should be paying us; we got them on the 

news again. I mean, you know, the bottom line is that they 
haven't been on the news in a year, you know; it's old new, 
nobody's interested. And all of a sudden they were news again. 
So, you know, I think you're right; I think that what we're doing 
is that we're drawing attention to the fact that while everyone 
kind of looks the other way and says, "Oh, you know, we're over 
it," the Christians are quietly winning the war on abortion. 
That's the key. And they're winning the war on abortion through 
sheer persistence. They're out there, week after week after week 
in the rain and the snow, and they're doing their coercive thing, 
showing those mutilated fetuses to everyone and, it works! So, we 
have to come along and do something about it. 

LE ; And it's also interesting--! mean, of all--there's a certain 
way in which the Church is a perfect vehicle for doing this 
because you are a church. 

CK: That's right. We are a church. 

LE: So, just be being there you were--I mean, that's another 

thing, is that they basically posit it like it's the spiritual 
people vs. the secular people, and yet here was another spiritual 
group--I mean, I thought Raven's speech was very incredible and 
moving because it was really far more religious than anything that 
was coming out of their mouths. 

CK: That's right, absolutely true. 

LE: And that speech is--it's going to be in--it's in Snuff-it. 

CK: Yeah, it is in Snuff-it. 

LE: But if you read Raven's speech you have to imagine this being 

shouted as if from a mountaintop. I mean, it really--that really 
was—I think it was very moving. 

CK: I would agree. It was very moving. 

LE: Now we're up to the-- 

CK: Well, the footnote's all about was that Der Spiegel got a 

hell of a story. For anyone that doesn't know, the result of that 
was that we became huge news in Europe--we got 4 pages in Der 
Spiegel, and color photos, and it was a big deal. So, it was all 
very much worth doing. 

LE : Well, it also shows that Europe in general is a lot more 

interested in this kind of thing than the U.S. is, and-- 

CK: Yeah. 

LE: No publication in Boston--you know, none of the mainstream 

publications have given that kind of recognition to the fact that 
the Church is based in Boston. 

CK: It's true. 

LE: So, let's see--since we were talking about it, how about this 

Institute for Global Dada event where--I'll explain what it was: 
this group called the Institute for Global Dada came out to--this 
was during the heyday of Pat Buchanan, during primaries, when Pat 





Buchanan was making anti-Semitic-- 

CK: He'd just won New Hampshire, hadn't he? 

LE: Yeah, and he was--he'd just come to speak in Massachusetts 
and was using all kinds of military--you know, really violent- 
sounding metaphors. So, why don't you describe this banner. 

CK: Oh, jeez, well, you know, it was primary day in 
Massachusetts, and it was early in the morning in front of the 
Boston Public Library which is the largest polling place in 
Boston. That's where all the kind of rich Back Bay people go, or 
not Back Bay, what is it--Beacon Hill--where all the people in 
pin-striped suits go to vote. Some people are tooling down the 
sidewalk with a giant kind of black thing that looks like a giant 
black tampon. It gets unrolled, and hoisted up, and suddenly it's 
a 20-foot long, 10-foot tall black banner, with giant red letters 
that just say "GOP" and then the "0" is a solid circle with a 
black swastika cut out of it. Beautifully made, actually; thank 
you very much, thanks to all the many hours of work that went into 
it. Really striking. 

LE; This is something you would see carried down a very very wide 
thoroughfare during a Nazi demonstration. 

CK: Yeah, it took like 4 people to hold it. I mean, this was 
really a piece of work. You could see it, probably for--what, you 
know? at least for a quarter of a mile. Huge, huge banner. 

LE: And it was a traffic-stopper. I mean-- 

CK: Within 60 seconds, we were live on New England Cable, and 
within no more than two minutes RKO was--RK0 was literally driving 
down the street and slammed on the brakes; I could almost hear 
the screech of the brakes as they, like, slammed on the brakes and 
pulled over to go get the story on this. And, you know, it 
was--who was it who was holding that banner, I don't know. 

LE: I don't know, it was probably a Church member. 

CK: Must be some Church member, but whoever it was, he was 
interviewed by RKO and he claimed to be a Buchanan supporter. 
Incredible. I mean, he said that--you know they asked him what he 
was doing, and he said that he was there to demonstrate his 
support for his candidate, and that he was the face of fascism in 
America, and that he, you know, he totally supported his candidate 
and was there to show his support on election day. I can't 
remember the exact words, but it was something along those lines. 

That went out over the air, and-- 
LE : Pretty good smear job. 

CK: It was pretty impressive. They couldn't really say much 
about it. Of course, you know, the key was that on any other 
day--this was pure situationism, because on any other day the cops 
would have just, you know, said, "you're outta here" and that 
would have been it, it all would have been over. But this was one 
day when the cops couldn't ask anybody to not hold a sign because 
everybody was holding signs, everywhere! All they could do is 
make sure that everyone was a certain distance from the polling 
booth--it was actually quite funny, because the cop came out and 
said "Look, you know--ya'll have to move, you know"--what was 
it?--"a hundred feet from the polls." Right? So the republican 
guy, one of the republican guys goes to the cops and says, "You 
just mean them, right? Not us!" The cops: "Everybody! Everybody 



a hundred feet from the polls!" So everybody had to back up, 
including us. 

LE : Well, that's another reason why I think the abortion clinic 

tactics have worked really well is because you're not doing 
anything that Operation Rescue isn't doing. The cops ran into the 
same issue with you at the third demonstration when the 
demonstrators, like the politicians at Boston Public Library, 
thought that just because they had a more acceptable message that 
they deserved police protection of their activities and that the 
police would curtail yours. 

CK: Yeah, no, it's every now and then when the first amendment 

actually works in favor of us. It's amazing. Pretty good stuff, 
that. It really was an amazing thing to see. It came to a pretty 
rough end. The library employees took matters into their own 
hands. The manager and the manager's assistant at the library 
came out with their goon and started pushing and shoving and 
pushing people around, trying to get them to take the banner down, 
saying they were on private property when they weren't, and 
finally a fistfight broke out: the goon threw hot coffee in 
someone's face and a punch was thrown--the goon punched one of our 
photographers in the face, and it was very unpleasant. But, there 
you have it, you know--I think when you call a spade a spade like 
that and you use such a visceral imagery you're bound to elicit 
some reactions. It's unfortunate, but there it is. 

LE: Which is why these people always speak in code. Everyone 

knows the code, but as long as they don't--as long as they use a 
code they can promote the exact same messages. Let's go to the 
third abortion clinic demonstration, and this is where you 
introduced the Pedophile Priests for Life. 

CK: Ah, the Pedophile Priests for Life. Yup, I believe that was 

my brainchild. I seem to remember coming up with that. Ah, my 
goodness. Well-- 

LE: How did you get people to agree to hold those signs? 

CK: You know, it's amazing. I don't know how we did it. That's 

a good question. I'm not even sure how it got started. I think 
that--part of it came--it started with Raven because we were 
trying to get--it was like a month later, and we knew we were 
going to do it again, because Pastor Kim told me that a person who 
I will not name was having problems with Christians outside the 
other big abortion clinic in town on Tremont Street and was 
getting really sick of them. He couldn't rent any space in the 
building because nobody would move in and wanted these Christians 
to go away. And, so, we agreed to go down there and try and help 
him out. And of course when he found out what we really were 

going to do he decided he didn't want us to come but we came 

anyway. So we did some pretty good reconnaissance this time. I 
went down there myself a week early and fraternized with the 
Christians and really--you know, got a hold of one of their 
newsletters and talked to them quite a bit--had a pretty clear 
understanding of where they were at. And so, when we showed up 
next week, we had them pegged. 

LE : That's another--it's a kind of handy aspect of your dressing 

in women's clothes, that you can be an undercover agent as a man. 
CK: Absolutely, yeah, it's very convenient. I think a lot of 



them still haven't put two and two together. I expect I could go 
down there tomorrow and pose as a supporter and they still 
wouldn't recognize me 

LE : That's where we have our little line, "Oh, don't be fooled by 
the dress." 

CK: Yes! "Don't be fooled by the dress." Absolutely. So, this 
time we were going to have them pegged. I remember talking to 
Raven about it, and we really started talking about, well, what 
was the whole thing with this anyway? This is where we got into 
talking about the sexuality, the sexuality aspect of it, where we 
really started understanding that it was the--the issue is 
pleasure. Above all, this is what's forbidden in Catholicism. I 
mean, I started reading through this newsletter and I was stunned 
to discover that the guys who do this, the guys who are out there, 
week after week--they're not even Operation Rescue. They're 
further out than that. They write angry letters to their local 
catholic bishops denouncing them for being too liberal, for 
allowing sexual education in catholic schools. 

LE: I think it's a complicated thing because the political aspect 
of abortion--abortion--those people are being used by the 
political right as a populist organizing tool; in other words, 
there's the official--you know, the right that's in power. They 
focus on these phony social issues simply to get people to vote 
against their economic self-interest. And then there are the 
people who really believe it. 

CK: Well, these guys really believed it. These guys frighten the 
shit out of me because they--I mean, these were people who 
believed--I mean, they had an example of what they considered to 
be unacceptable, and they had these like four pages of sex 
education information that was being taught in a catholic school. 

And this is totally, totally right-to-life sex education 
information. The word "orgasm" doesn't even appear in the four 
pages. It totally, you know, only focuses on biology, on 
reproduction, you know, on the act of coitus, and pregnancy and so 
forth; no mention of masturbation, or sexual pleasure of any 
kind, and yet this was going too far; this was deemed totally 
unacceptable. 

LE: The basic point is they don't want to make it materially 
possible for people to have sex without having children. 

CK: Something like that, yeah. 

LE: Yeah, because that's why they oppose birth control, too, is 
because--the main point is, that you don't want--both abortion and 
birth control permit people to have sex without having to bear 
children. 

CK: Right. And, you know, these are people who believe that if 
you're not catholic, you're going to hell, no matter what. 

LE : It's just a reversal; it's not that they care about fetuses, 
it's that they want to stop sex. 

CK: Yes. They want to stop sex. They want to stop pleasure. 
The more I thought about that, the more I started to see the 
logical consequence of that was pedophilia. They look up to these 
bishops and priests, these leaders that they supposedly worship, 
you know, meanwhile they can't keep their hands off the altar 
boys. How could they be expected too? Their sexual urges are 



there, nobody can deny their sexual urges. So, you know, you just 
push it down, it just comes back in another way. 

LE: It's a little similar also to the--I mean, ACT UP has brought 
this out a lot, they have these special condoms for priests, you 
know, in terms of their stand on homosexuality since it's well 
known that many men join the priesthood because they're homosexual 
anyway. 

CK: Yeah! Again, it just seemed totally obvious to me that the 
logical consequence of the repression of sexual pleasure was the 
Pedophile Priests for Life. And, you know, we had to bring that 
out in the open. I'd been thinking about the pedophilia a lot 
anyway; or, well, I'd been thinking about child sexuality, let's 
call it that. I've been reading Reich all year; NAMBLA joined 
the Church this year, they're now members. I've been thinking 
about it and the more I think about it the more I come to the 
conclusion that the greatest mistake our society makes is to 
repress childhood sexuality, and that children should be not just 
free but encouraged to explore sexually; to explore their own 
bodies and to explore the bodies of other children their own age. 

When you get into grown-ups having sex with children, it gets 
kind of hard to define the issue of consensuality and all this 
sort of thing, but you know, I think we'll leave that to the 
experts. Certainly, we can say, that for children within a given 
age bracket, to explore their sexuality amongst themselves, you 
know, it just goes without saying that it's just healthy and 
positive, and that therefore we needed to have pictures of young 
naked boys. And so that's how we got the signs; we got a hold of 
these beautiful drawings of naked boys and we put in giant letters 
underneath them "Pedophile Priests for Life" and those were our 
signs, along with of course many of the other signs that we'd had 
from previous protests and a new batch of signs, big yellow signs 
with black letters that said "Drink Your Holy Water." 

LE; How about Brigitte? 

CK: And then there was Brigitte, yes. Well, Brigitte was really 
my crowning achievement of the year, I think, as far as, you know, 
achievements go. If last year's big achievement was the Ark of 
Materialism, this year's achievement was Brigitte. Brigitte 
was--how did we even get to the idea of Brigitte? I guess we were 
talking about how to show the imagery of it and I came up with the 
idea of a blow-up doll on a cross. And from there it got to be 
the image of a blow-up doll with a crown of thorns, you know, 
really exploring the crucifixion ideology. By the time it was 
done it was a quite attractive blond blow-up doll in a blue-and- 
white pinstripe kind of hospital bathrobe, with the rosary beads 
and a crown of thorns on a giant wooden cross with a baby doll, a 
carnivorous baby, one of our trademark carnivorous babies, coming 
out of her vagina, with its arms flailing, you know, its teeth 
gnashing. I mean, you know, really--this is the most shocking 
prop we've ever constructed. This is a traffic stopper. 

LE: Definitely created massive confusion as to who was, you 
know--people expect that demonstration to be Christians. I'm sure 
a good lot of people, including the tour buses that were passing, 
thought that those were Christian representations. 

CK: Yes! I think that there was tremendous confusion and shock 



and disgust-- 

LE: Because you also had "Eat A Queer Fetus For Jesus" there, 

too, so there were three different images that related to 
Christian imagery. 

CK: This was a stunning demonstration. I mean, your video 
footage of it says it all. There was--we had at least as many 
people at it, but this time we didn't have anywhere near the 
control; there was--we had almost complete mingling, where like 
all of our forces were completely interdispersed with their 
forces. It wasn't like one group in one trench and one group in 
another. It was everybody all mingled together. So you couldn't 
tell anybody from anybody. And besides that, there were groups 
that we'd never even heard of that were showing up because of our 
publicity. We had some Satanists there; they were totally, you 
know-- 

LE : Satanist Youth Corps. 

CK: Satanist Youth Corps were doing their thing. 

LE : We had the pro-masturbation, anti-intercourse group. 

CK: We had the pro-masturbation, anti-intercourse group. We had 

Vermin Supreme and our people. 

LE: We had reelect Michael Dukakis. 

CK: Yeah, I don't know how he got in there. Then there was the 

Pedophile Priests for Life which were ostensibly a separate group 
from the Church of Euthanasia. Pastor Kim was all dressed up in 
his reverently outfit--in his priestly outfit, looking like a 
priest. So, you know, I mean it was absolute bedlam. I mean, if 
you were walking down the street-- 
LE: It was a circus. 

CK: It was a circus. And, you know, Martinez and all his pals, 

banging on their tambourines and singing and dancing around--it 
was like a Fellini film. I'd never seen anything like it. 

LE: People were just coming to stand--not just walking by and 

gaping; they were coming to stand and watch, just to see what 
would happen. And I also thought that another one of the 
motivations that seem to be behind this one was that Operation 
Rescue is very well trained and very well disciplined. They've 
been trained not to respond to questions or to provocations 
because a lot of people do come and bug them I think on a one-to- 
basis. So, they managed to keep their cool at the other 
demonstration-- 
CK: Only just barely. 

LE: At this demonstration, moments after you guys arrived, they 

were on their cell phones calling the cops and then calling the 
state cops and they wanted the cops to have you--I heard the guy 
say to them, "We've been coming here for ten years! These people 
have no right to be here." And the first thing the cop wanted to 
do was separate the two groups, which, of course, was impo--he had 
no idea how to separate them, because he didn't know who was on 
what side. And then he said, "Take me to the leader of this 
group" and people said, "there is no leader." So then he wandered 
right past Reverend Korda, and he ended up asking some guy, "Do 
you have any idea who's leading this group?" And he said, "Well, I 
really don't think that there's a leader; I think it's just a lot 
of people who really believe in what they have to say, but if 




there is a group I guess it would be Pedophile Priests for Life." 
CK: That's right! So then he went over and talked to Pastor Kim, 

and Pastor Kim didn't say anything. And then he asked me if I was 
the leader, and I said no, I wasn't the leader. He was one 

confused-looking cop. Of course, it had gotten ugly by that point 
because Vermin had finally squirted one of the--the guy with the 
giant Madonna statue with his penis pistol. 

LE : He was saying, "Spread those Christian cheeks to receive the 

holy water!" 

CK: That's right, and he squirted them with the water penis. 

And, you know, at that point the guy like screamed "Assault!" and 
the cops came and it was just, you know--and they were like, 
"Look, you can't do that anymore." I knew that if I gave Vermin 
the water penis that he was going to squirt a Christian with it. 
I warned him not to do it, but I knew he was going to do it anyway 
and I knew that as soon as he did it, that there was going to be 
hell to pay and he wouldn't get to do it twice and I was right. 
He didn't get to do it twice. Because if he'd done it again they 
would have arrested him. 

LE: Another thing about these demonstrations, for instance, at 

that one--they have a megaphone and they're sitting there praying 
and singing throughout the entire thing. So of course Vermin was 
on a megaphone. 

CK: And I was on my megaphone! We had three meg--we had four 

megaphones! 

LE: One of my favorite lines was, they started saying that Satan 

was among them and asking for help, and they started saying "God 
will not be mocked." And Vermin meanwhile was yelling over the 
microphone, "God will be mocked and that's what we're here to do!" 
CK: [laughs] 

LE: And the other thing was that Madonna had just had her child 

and Vermin had a great spiel going about like "Madonna has just 
given birth, isn't that enough for you people?" "It's the second 
coming!" and all that kind of stuff, which horrified them as well. 

But one tactic you used, both at this clinic and the previous 
one, which I mean at the previous one you were kind of 
anticipating where you were going, was talking about sex and using 
sexual terms, yelling them loud in front of these people to 
disconcert them, like cock and pussy. 

CK: That's right, we were screaming, singing and chanting "sex is 

good" "pussy is good"-- 

LE: And then you went off into a rant about, "it's a well-kept 

secret, but there's such a thing as sexual pleasure." 

CK: That's right; there was a lot of talk about sexual pleasure; 

we were talking about genitalia, and intercourse; orgasm, and 
how orgasm was good and positive and nothing to be afraid of. It 
hit them like a Mack truck; they just had no idea. You know, and 
pretty soon there was not one, not two, but three or four cop cars 
and, you know, a lot of cops--and a lot of us, and it was getting 
to be, you know, pretty exciting. And then finally the cops came 
up to me and told me that Brigitte had to go. You know, I mean, I 
was amazed that we got away with it as long as we did. I mean, we 
had black electrical tape over her nipples and her robe was wide 
open, I mean, her--everything was quite visible, and we were out 



there for an hour before they did anything about it, so, you know, 
I was stunned that we got that far. They were like, "Look. It's 
lewd and lascivious, it's gotta go." And I was like, "What if we 
just put her robe on?" but he was like, "I don't care what you do, 
it's gotta go." So we just fastened her robe back up, and, you 
know, that was it--then they had to leave us alone. 

LE: They didn't seem to do anything about Pedophile Priests for 
Life which had pictures of--beautiful line drawings of nude boys 
with little fluorescent red tape over their penises. 

CK: Little pink crosses--there were little pink crosses over 
their penises. I'm really glad in retrospect that we put the pink 
crosses on there because I think if we hadn't had--I mean, one of 
them had an erection, and I think if we hadn't had the little pink 
crosses it all would have been over in like 5 minutes instead of, 
you know, instead of an hour and a half. 

LE : It was kind of like religious lingerie or something. 

CK: [laughs] Yes it was! And every now and then the wind would 
blow and lift up the pink crosses. There was something kind of 
lascivious about that too. The whole thing had a kind of--between 
the young boys and the blow up doll--the whole thing had a kind of 
peep show feeling to it that was very nice. I really enjoyed 
that. And the penis pistol--I mean, it was all very sexually 
charged. 

LE : And also--Vermin jumped up on a wall and delivered Raven's 
speech, which had the crowd transfixed. 

CK: It was even better the second time. It really--it's a 
wonderful speech, I mean I was--it's great oratory and it was 
wonderful to hear it. I mean, we screamed until our megaphones 
went out, but I mean you can see when you watch the video, it was 
just--for someone walking by, it was absolutely--you know, you 
could hardly hear what was happening. Everything was going on 
simultaneously. 

LE: That was the power of confusion, I think. 

CK: The power of confusion and ambiguity. 

LE : I think that using confusion--it's really important when 
there's something that's become such a crystallized issue that 
people don't even think when they state their position anymore, I 
mean it's just something people no longer can think about because 
the slogans have taken over their minds, you know. And by 
creating this confusion, I think that you force people to actually 
think about it for the first time in--you know, since they 
originally formulated their position on it. 

CK: That's right, because again we're back to the idea of trench 
warfare. The whole idea is that trench warfare is a war of 
attrition. And the Christians are going to win the war of 
attrition, because they have more money and they're better 
organized and they're good at it, I don't know, they're good at 
it, and they win. So we're using guerrilla tactics. What NOW 
does wrong more than anything is to behave in a predictable 
fashion. They always do the same thing. And so the Christians 
can use them like furniture, like wallpaper--they know, "okay, 
here comes NOW with their little signs, who cares? We're going to 
do our thing." But what the Christians don't see is in this 
circumstance, they gotta watch out, they're getting lazy too, and 




they're also in a certain way predictable, and we have to be much 
more unpredictable than either Christians or NOW. We have to be 
able to surprise them every single time, and every single time up 
the voltage and do something they're not prepared for us to do and 
whatever it is that they think they've seen before we're going to 
do something else, something that they can't even imagine. 

LE : Well, it seems to me like one of the major problems in the 
last 20 years has been basically that all the so-called 
progressive issues have been falling by the wayside, and as the 
right has gained more power, it's shown the total weakness of the 
tactic of assimilation and compromise, because as the right 
becomes stronger and stronger, organizations from the traditional 
left and NOW have tried to placate them over and over again, and 
they've ended up with things like "pro-choice" or "family values," 
you know, which just--they have an apology written into them, they 
have an acknowledgment of guilt written into them. And I think 
one of the neat things about the Church is, you don't bother 
trying to satisfy the moral standards that they're setting up. 
You totally, totally invert them. 

CK: No, outrage is our thing. We're into outrage. The more 
outrageous, the better! I mean, my feeling is that we can't 
invert things enough. It should be painful for people. 

LE: Right. It's like, if somebody's faced with a disagreement 
between NOW and Operation Rescue, they can get into all kinds of 
little discussions over fine gradations. If you come up and say, 
"Mother is a sin, " you know, it forces someone to have to take 
sides and it eliminates the middle ground which I think is a 
really important thing, that you have to eliminate the middle 
ground, it's like, a tug of war--otherwise you have all this 
slippage going on. 

CK: Yes, yes, absolutely. No. 

LE: And people should understand it's a struggle; it's not a 
discussion, it's a struggle for-- 

CK: That's right, it's not a polite discussion. We're talking 
about people going into clinics and machine-gunning people and, 
you know, stuff like that. It's a battle, and people have to 
start taking it a little more seriously if they want to win. So, 
you know, I think you're right. But anyway, in closing we should 
also say that the footnote to this story is sobering, a very 
sobering footnote, which is that as I understand it, the clinic 
that we were standing in front of that day is now going to be 
closed down and put out of business because the person who owns 
the building just--it's a financial thing; they can't continue to 
not rent the other space in the building and so they've ended the 
clinics lease. You know, I don't know what I can say. We have to 
really--we have to think about that. We did a lot of good things 
that day, and we really shook some stuff up and opened some 
people's eyes. But the Christians were out there the other 51 
weeks of the year, in rain, snow or shine, and I think that when 
it comes down to it, we have to think carefully. We have to find 
ways to--we're never going to have the manpower or whatever you 
want to call it; I don't think we're ever going to have the 
infrastructure to be able to be that persistent so we have to make 
up for our lack of persistence and consistency with novel tactics. 



and I think we need to put a lot of effort into that because we 
lost that one. 

LE: Well, that's another reason I think that directing fund¬ 
raisers to the right wing might be effective is because you might 
not only get funds to begin with but you might also spark anger 
from them that would then result in-- 

CK: It's a wonderful idea--we got to do it. The more we can get 
people angry the better. You know, nothing makes--I think Kim 
would absolutely agree that nothing makes him happier than when 
everybody's shouting and they're all, like, enraged. That's the 
best thing that can happen. Because we've got to get that anger 
out into the open. Nothing's more dangerous than submerged hate. 

It's the submerged hate, the iciness of it, that suddenly 
spontaneously erupts into violence. When the hate is right out in 
the open and everybody's angry and screaming, it's not so 
dangerous. 

LE : Like in other words, if John Salvi had been there he might 
have, like, vented a little bit. 

CK: Yeah! And he might have actually been all right. He might 
have gotten his rocks off, and it might not have happened. It's 
when all the rage is repressed and everybody's pretending that 
it's okay and that it's normal and, "Oh, don't be concerned, this 
is how things, you know, this is all perfectly justifiable, and 
we're all civilized and, you know, we're right"--you know, that's 
what really frightens me. So I think we've got to be more 
provocative, we've got to be more outrageous, we've got to just 
stick it to these people. 

LE: Now one question--I just want to clarify--is that you said 
you're not pro-choice and I understand the Church to be pro¬ 
abortion. When you said that, did you mean that you would be 
advocating legal sanctions for people for having children? 

CK: We're never in favor of any form of volunteer population 
reduction. We do believe that abortion is a sacred rite and that 
it absolutely should be free. 

LE: What are you thinking right now in terms of forms of action 
that the Church would take? How did all this experience leave you 
feeling about where you want to put your energy? 

CK: Well, I think right now, it's the winter, we're here, we're 
retrenching, we're building up some energy for the coming year. 
But I think--I think this next coming year is going to be the 
biggest year for the Church of Euthanasia. I think the Church is 
going to explode this year. I think we're going to be out in the 
streets a lot more--even more than last year; I have a lot of 
ideas about new tactics we're going to try which of course I'm not 
going to reveal at this point for reasons of strategy. I think 
that there's going to be some real surprises, that we're going to 
be pulling some very big stunts, and I look for this to be the 
year when the Church becomes a household word. I think that 
should do it, we've got enough for a small book now. 

LE: Okay. 



THE AGE OF SIMULATION 

by Rev. Chris Korda 


A visionary is one who has visions, one who dreams. Visions are 
by definition nonverbal experiences, and therefore difficult to 
communicate. Throughout most of human history, nonverbal 
experience was shared telepathically, and the atrophy of this 
ability directly coincides with the end of the Age of Magic. 

There is no way to be sure how long the Age of Magic lasted, 
partly because its time was not linear but mythic, and partly 
because the continuity and rootedness of Magic-based cultures 
encouraged oral rather than written history. It is the turmoil of 
Magic's demise that has inspired people to write their history 
down; what most people call history is merely the brief and 
violent history of Industrial Society. The history of the Age of 
Magic exists, not in libraries or museums, but in the timeless 
realm of mystical experience, and within all beings who maintain 
their connection to that realm. As the number of human beings who 
remain open to spiritual awareness dwindles, entire aspects of 
this hidden history disappear from human knowledge, to be 
recovered only laboriously, or perhaps lost forever. 

It is possible to communicate visions through any of the 
nonverbal media which comprise "art," but this requires 
sensitivity of both the creator and the viewer. Ideally these two 
are joined as one, if in not in body, then in spirit. Spiritual 
or Magical art is by definition participational , and encompasses 
every aspect of life. Unfortunately, sensitivity and "oneness" 
are qualities that Industrial Society must ruthlessly seek out and 
destroy, in its effort to create passivity and "sameness." In 
Magic, the many meet as one, and return to the many: in Industrial 
Society, the many are crushed, and homogenized into a uniform 
mass . 

Due to the rapid growth of "mass" society, and the resulting 
loss of participation in the rituals of Magical art, I am obliged 
to verbalize, and communicate my visions through the written or 
spoken word. In a mass society only that knowledge which conforms 
to the inherent laws of mass communication can be kept alive and 
disseminated. These laws have been explained in great detail by 
others; suffice it to say that the verbal forms of mass 
communication require, above all, that knowledge be rational. 

Since spiritual knowledge emanates from aspects of reality 
that are beyond the scope of rationalism, it follows that 
spiritual knowledge cannot be verbalized except approximately and 
allegorically. This paradox led early Chinese thinkers to divide 
reality into two spheres of influence: the spheres of Relative and 
Absolute Truth. According to this division, all verbalized 
experience, and by extension all spoken or written communication, 
is relative, because it depends on the participants' points of 
view, and on the symbolic language that each participant applies 
to their observations. Thus Lao-Tze proclaimed in the Book of 
Changes that "the Tao that has a name, is not the true Tao." 
Absolute Truth was assumed to be nonverbal, and accessible only 
though meditation. 

This caveat was lost on many subsequent thinkers, including 



the ancient Greeks. The confusion of reality with words about 
reality led to insoluble philosophical contradictions, including 
the conflict between rationalism and empiricism. The empiricists, 
led by Francis Bacon, held that all knowledge derived from the 
senses, while the rationalists, led by Descartes, argued that 
knowledge was acquired by reason alone. The dilemma was brought 
to a head by Hume, and threatened to undermine the still-delicate 
foundation of material science. Though Kant eventually negotiated 
a truce, by ceding mathematics and logic to the rationalists, 
while claiming the rest for empiricism, the corresponding split 
between Mind and Body continues to this day. Meanwhile both sides 
cheerfully extended the mechanical world-view into every human 
pursuit, and thus laid the foundations of Industrial Society. The 
result of their zeal is a senseless world in which all truth is 
relative, and it is to this world, and its mass society, that I 
find myself attempting to communicate my irrational visions of 
Absolute Truth, hampered by a lack of spirit, not only in people, 
but in the language itself. 

In spite of these difficulties, I begin by agreeing with 
Jeremy Rifkin that this is the Age of Simulation. By this I mean 
that people now accept mediated experience in the place of real 
experience. This change has taken place in a series of leaps, 
each corresponding to a technological innovation. The printing 
press, camera, telephone, radio, television, and computer form a 
continuum; with each "advance" the simulation becomes more 
complete. The simulation spreads, by eliminating human capacities 
it has no use for, while excessively stimulating others; in this 
sense it behaves like a virus, which replicates by altering the 
structure of its host. Simulation creates conditions favorable to 
itself by isolating people from other living beings, by reducing 
their range of sensation, and especially by narrowing their 
attention span. Parents and teachers, unable to grasp this, 
surround children with televisions and computers, and then 
complain about learning disabilities and "attention disorders." 

As Rifkin points out, today's children dismiss someone with 
the phrase "you're history," and as history recedes, the future 
becomes equally uncertain. Unlike the Iroquois, who considered 
the impact of their deliberations on the next seven generations, 
today's leaders plan no further than their reelection. Obsession 
with an ever-changing present destroys continuity: the cycles of 
gradual change so essential to biological and spiritual health, 
are shattered into furtive, splintered motion. Calculus becomes a 
way of life, as matter, energy and even time are quantized into 
ever-smaller units. The search for irreducible elements conceals 
the desire to standardize , to make things uniform and 
interchangeable; humans seek total control, to avoid the disorder 
that their control-lust creates. 

Through simulation, humans seek not only to concentrate all 
their knowledge in the present, but to use that knowledge, as 
power to transform the present, ever more quickly. Thus while the 
stated goal of technological "progress" is increased efficiency, 
which by itself seems beneficial, the concealed goal is to use 
that efficiency, not to reduce waste, but to go even faster. 
Yesterday's model is discarded, efficient or not, and as the speed 



of development increases, more and more of earth's structure is 
consumed, and dissipated as waste and heat. This dissipation is 
entropy, or unrecoverable energy. 

Entropy describes not only energy loss, but also the tendency 
of order to expand and decay into chaos. On a universal scale, 
chaos, like death, is inevitable, but "progress" towards it can be 
slowed down, or even reversed, if only temporarily. Life itself 
is a miracle of negative entropy: chaos evolves, in a harmony of 
self-sustaining changes, and the monoculture of primordial 
nothingness, over eons of time, becomes biological diversity. 
Humans try to mimic nature's feat, and succeed in creating short¬ 
term order and complexity in one place, but only at the price of 
creating long-term chaos and loss of diversity somewhere else. In 
this way a forest, which for practical purposes would have lasted 
forever, is traded for consumer goods that will last a few years, 
or for packaging, to be discarded immediately. Similarly, 
America's Great Plains, once built for eternity, generate riches 
for a time, but meanwhile the topsoil washes into the sea, never 
to return. Shifting sand demonstrates high entropy; the expanding 
man-made deserts are a grim reminder that Industrial Society's 
goal is not to "steward" the earth, or even sustain life on it, 
but to use it. 

But use it for what? Simulation continues to masquerade as 
convenience, or as novelty, but its object has always been to 
replace reality. This is now openly acknowledged in the term 
"virtual reality." Just as the mechanical world-view permitted 
standardized information to be collected, and centralized as 
surveillance , so that surveillance now permits the assimilation of 
reality by machines. The process is destructive and one-way: as 
aspects of reality are reduced to commodity, and assimilated as 
data, they are disfigured and erased. This is illustrated by 
nature shows, in which extinct species live on, as stored 
information. 1 

Simulation concentrates mental energy at the expense of the 
physical. The resulting imbalance exhausts the body, making 
assimilation more urgent. The virtual reality is an out-of-body 
experience, and the mind must free itself of the body, or lose its 
war of secession. Industrial Society attempts to extend the 
body's life, or even replace it, through bionics and genetic 
engineering, but these efforts only cause more disruption, and 
divert energy from healing the split between Mind and Body. As 
the mind abandons the body, entropy begins to manifest itself in 
devastating syndromes, such as AIDS and cancer. The split is a 
belief system, and can be unlearned, to varying degrees; thus true 
healers consider belief to be their single greatest obstacle. 

Humans have been usefully compared to cancer, but it is a 
mistake to assume that cancer is genetic in origin, and that 
humans are therefore inevitably programmed to destroy the planet. 

It is the mechanical world-view of Industrial Society which is 
destroying the planet; humans are merely the agents by which this 
world-view is applied. In this sense the cancer is ideological, 
and humans cannot be blamed for the desecration, anymore than a 
dreamer can be blamed for a nightmare. Though irreversible, the 
desecration is preventable, and can be stopped at any time, so it 



is not a question of blame at all, but of how to wake the dreamer, 
without further injury. 

The ideological cancer has its roots in humanism, the Sophist 
idea that "man is the measure of all things." Goethe's followers 
built on this notion to create their pyramidal "levels of being," 
with humans at the top, a chosen species for whom all was created, 
and without whom all would have no meaning. When Europeans 
arrived in the New World, this hierarchy of consciousness was 
their chief ideological export; it was poorly received by the 
First People, who in general saw themselves as part of a larger 
organism, and no better, or worse than any other living thing. 2 

Humanism views man as the super-ape, who seeks to bend nature 
to his will through the use of his reason. The next logical step 
is to the super-man or trans-human, who seeks to liberate his 
reason from the biological limitations of nature, and thus achieve 
immortality. The cancer, faced with the immanent death of its 
host, makes plans to escape, by building machines and transferring 
itself into them. The danger is not that humans, in the grip of 
their nightmare, will actually build machines capable of self- 
awareness and interplanetary conquest, but that in attempting this 
folly, they will damage the earth so severely that life will no 
longer be possible, even for humans. 3 

The Hopis saw Industrial Society in visions, thousands of 
years ago, and though they did not always comprehend these visions 
at the time, they preserved them in the form of prophecies, which 
only now begin to make sense. An example is their prophecy that 
there would be cobwebs spun back and forth in the sky. This can 
be understood not only as a reference to power lines, but also to 
the trails of light made by our ground and air vehicles, as 
revealed in time-elapse photography. 4 These changes in perception 
illustrate the Hopi's ability to shift their awareness, in this 
case from fleeting human consciousness to the slower vibrations of 
the vegetable and mineral worlds. 

The Hopis are well aware of the power of dreams, and they 
know that our illness is a matter of the heart. They have also 
recognized the many signs that the illness becomes terminal, and 
have repeatedly attempted to warn the world through the United 
Nations, finally succeeding in 1992. The signs have included 
earthquakes and drastic changes in weather patterns, as well as 
Mother Earth "crying" through the formation of crop circles. 
These are symptoms not only of deforestation and massive 
extinction of species, but of geological damage to the earth. 
Mining in general, and particularly mining of radioactive 
materials, is seen as a direct assault on the planet, and on its 
magnetic balance and weather. By spewing waste into the air and 
water, humans poison the planet's blood, but by digging precious 
things from the land, humans injure the vital organs of a living 
organism, and invite disaster, for all beings. The Hopis are 
sworn to protect the treasures that lie beneath them. In victory 
or defeat, they stand for the ultimate truth that earth is sacred. 


1. It is truly ironic that humans regain their long-lost oneness 




only in mass hallucination. The experience is collective because 
its source is not the diversity of organic life, but the 
technological monoculture. 

2. This is illustrated by Lakota hunters, who left a piece of 
their flesh at the spot where an animal was killed, as a symbol of 
their indebtedness, and as a reminder that through death, came 
life. Even if modern man left fingers in fast-food restaurants, 
the ritual would be empty; the killing is not done by him, but 
anonymously, by remote control. 

3. This danger is often downplayed by technological Utopians; 
books such as Third Wave and Futureshock present the soft side of 
trans-humanism. By comparison, the libertarian trans-humanists, 
also known as Extropians, speak openly of "downloading" human 
awareness into machines, gutting other planets, and turning the 
universe into a cyberspace. 

4. The film Koyaanisqatsi , which explored this discovery, takes 
its name from the Hopi word for disintegration, crazy life, or a 
state of life that calls for another way of being. Commuters are 
compared to sausages flowing through a packaging plant, and a 
rocket launch becomes the ultimate symbol of Industrial Society. 



Sometimes when I watch TV, I stop being myself, and oh, I'm a star 
of a series, or, or, I have my own talk show, or I'm on the news, 
getting out of a limo, going some place important. All I ever 
have to do is be famous! People watch me, and they love me, and I 
never, never grow old, and I never die. 

-John Carpenter's "They Live" 



What's wrong? 

Nothing, nothing really. I just feel I need something stronger. 

If you have a problem, don't hesitate to ask for assistance. 

Yes, thank you. I'll be alright. 

Are you now, or have you ever been? 

Move slowly. 

I just bought one of these yesterday, and it doesn't fit my 
consumer, and the store doesn't have any of the other kind... 

For more enjoyment and greater efficiency, consumption is being 
standardized. 

You are a true believer. Blessings of the state, blessings of 
the masses, thou are a subject of the divine, created in the image 
of man, by the masses, for the masses. Let us be thankful that we 
have an occupation to fill. Work hard, increase production, 
prevent accidents, and be happy. 

You are a true believer. Blessings of the state, blessings of 
the masses, thou are a subject of the divine, created in the image 
of man, by the masses, for the masses. Let us be thankful we have 
commerce. Buy more. Buy more now. Buy, and be happy. 

Performance perfect is perfect performance. 

Everything will be alright. You are in my hands. I am here to 
protect you. You have nowhere to go. You have nowhere to go. 

This is 91021 on case 918. We are going to need assistance. This 
is an electronic restricted area. It would be nice to have three 
additional officers. 

Remember, thrifty thinkers are always under budget. 

This is no place for prayer. If you want to speak to Om you must 
go to a unit chapel, you know that. 

Everything will be alright. We are here to help you. 

Be efficient. Be happy 

You know, when I was at school it was all very different. We used 
to stay in bed all the time. Combined primary economics was a 
bottle about this big...it took a week. 

Changeable, alterable, mutable, variable, versatile, mobile, 
moveable, fluctuate, undulate, flicker, flutter, pulsate, vibrate, 
alternate, plastic. 


All I can do is note your information. 



You can not survive outside the city shell. This is your last 
chance. 



WALK THIS WAY 

by Evelyn C. Carson 

She was a dutiful daughter. Sammy had saved her 
allowance of the past month just so she could give her parents a 
present. A dinner for two with her infant sister was their reward 
for her frugality. 

"Mom, can you call Janie to be my babysitter?" Sammy 
asked after she handed her mother the allowance money for the 
dinner. 

"Sure, but you can have your money back sweetie. We 
were gonna go out tonight anyway." 

"Great." And she then slid her money back into her pocket 
and hid under the dining room table and listened to her mother 
call Janie and ask her to babysit Sammy that night. 

"Janie, this is Mrs. Nystrom, could you please come over 
and babysit Sammy tonight. I know it's short...oh you can. 
Great. See you at 7 o'clock. 

"Sammy," Mrs. Nystrom yelled, "Janie will be here 
tonight." Sammy suppressed a gleeful smile, crawled out from 
under the dining table, and scrambled into her bedroom to 
prepare for her night with Janie. 

It was 7 o'clock and there was no Janie, but suddenly 
Sammy caught sight of her white Nova SS as she peered out of 
her bedroom window. It slowly turned into her family's 
driveway, and Janie was soon making her way into the doorway. 

The doorbell rang and Mr. Nystrom politely opened the 
door. Sammy could hear her parents giving instructions to Janie 
and making small talk. 

"Make sure she gets a bath tonight," Mr. Nystrom ordered. 

"Oh, have you got a boyfriend?" Mrs. Nystrom asked. 

"Yes, sure," Janie kept responding. 

The Nystroms finally gathered their coats and purse and 
infant daughter for a not so quiet dinner out. Before they left 
they wished Sammy a good night and she returned it with a loud 
goodbye from her bedroom. 

Sammy peeked out of her bedroom door and saw Janie 
standing in the kitchen, reading whatever was stuck with a 
magnet to the refrigerator. Sammy checked her attire (her 
favorite suit, the pink one) and leisurely walked past the kitchen 
and Janie, and into the living room. Janie saw her walk by, and 
continued to stand with her back propped up against the 
refrigerator. 

"Hey Sammy, I got something for you," Janie cried, and 
then left the house for her car. In a moment she had returned 
with her gift. She gave Sammy a coy glance and then pondered 
her appearance. Sammy was a matchstick of a girl with little 
well-shaped muscles in her legs and arms. Her hair was short 
and boyish, but her eyes were emerald green and alive with her 
life, as was her body. 

"What did you bring?" Sammy asked, hoping it was 
something keen. 

Janie sat down next to Sammy on the living room couch and 
showed Sammy her surprise. Then she turned the page and 
asked her, "which one do you want to do?" 

There were so many choices for Sammy but she earnestly 
made her decision. Janie nodded with approval and then 
affectionately nibbed Sammy's hair and said, "Come on to your 
bedroom." 

Once in her bedroom Sammy stripped herself of her favorite 
pink suit, jumped into the pink colored sheets of her bed, and 


waited eagerly for Janie to do the same. Slowly Janie pulled her 
clothes off, one article of clothing at a time, until she was 
standing at the foot of Sammy's bed completely naked. She bent 
over and crawled onto Sammy's bed and descended upon her 
like a hovering aircraft approaching a landing. And land she did, 
right on top of Sammy. 

Kisses, sugar kisses filled the room. Tongues came out of 
their mouths and made contact with flesh, fluid and hair. 
Sammy, barely six years old, didn't have a clue as to what to do, 
but her eighteen year-old leader was an experienced commander, 
engineering a masterful assault. 

"Do you really want me to kiss you here?" Sammy asked as 
she came to a place on Janie's body that produced a harsh smell. 

"Yeah, that's the best place," Janie sighed and then rolled 
her eyes back into her skull when Sammy obeyed her wish. 

Exhausted and somewhat confused, Sammy made her way 
back to Janie's mouth and squarely on top of her, kissing her all 
the while. 

Suddenly Sammy popped her head up and scrambled to 
their window. A fear ran through her veins. "Maybe my parents 
are coming," she whispered. Janie laughed, pulled her 
frightened partner down on top of her and gave her a full, wet, 
reassuring kiss to calm her nervousness. "They won't be back 
for a long time." 

Finally the onslaught of their energies abated and they lay 
next to each other, exhausted. Janie was the first to prop herself 
up with her elbow, allowing herself to face her little buddy. She 
looked so small and tired but she summoned enough strength to 
mimic her idol and prop herself up on her elbow and face Janie, 
who reached over a gave Sammy a peck of a kiss on her freckled 
cheek. 

"Come on, let's take a bath," Janie ordered. 

While Janie was drawing the bath Sammy stole a full view 
of her babysitter. She was so beautiful, with full breasts and 
thighs but no wasted excess, and bikini tan lines. Janie put 
Sammy in the tub first and scrubbed her clean and wiped her dry 
with her pink towel. Now it was Janie's turn in the bath. 

"Wash my top first," she begged of Sammy, "then my 
bottom place next." Sammy obliged her request, with diligence. 
Her breasts were white but the nipples were bright red and hard, 
and getting harder. Her stomach was smooth but tight and her 
bellybutton was set deep inside her. "Don't forget it either 
Sammy." 

"Janie, why do you have hair there?" Sammy asked, and 
then she pulled out her panties to look at her bare body in 
comparison. 

"Don't worry, you will, now keep going." 

Sammy ran her fingers through Janie's blond hair and into 
something wetter than the water engulfing her victim in the 
bathtub. When Sammy had completed her task of bathing Janie 
she rubbed her fingers on her pajamas to get the stickiness off. 

"Don't do that," scolded Janie, but Sammy turned around 
and continued to try to get the lubrication off while Janie 
toweled her immaculate body. 

"Hey, you want to dance to some music, cause your parents 
won't be home for a while." Janie hurriedly pulled her clothes 
on and ran out to her car again to get some 45 records and hot 
pants for dancing. Sammy put on some shorts also and the two 
danced themselves into a stupor until the hour of Sammy's 
parents return came upon them. 

"Let's change back into our other clothes Sammy, they'll be 



here soon." Sammy put her pink pajamas back on and watched 
Janie undress and dress. Her movements were slinky and 
coordinated, like her dancing, as she slid off her hot pants and 
re-applied her tight blue jeans. 

A few minutes later the Nystroms drove up into the 
driveway. Janie put her "gift" to Sammy in her pocket book and 
waited for the door to open and the chaos of settling accounts to 
occur. She smiled and motioned for unruly and unobeying 
Sammy to hurry to bed. 

"I don't wanna," she lamented, but when she heard her 
parents' voices coming from the front lawn she ran as fast as she 
could and jumped into her bed like an Olympic diver jumping 
into a pool. 

"How was she?" Mrs. Nystrom asked. "Did she let you give 
her a bath?" 

"Oh she was fine and she had a fun time in the bath." 

"Well she can be stubborn at times about baths," Mr. 
Nystrom said. 

"She's always a good girl with me," Janie replied with a 
wink of her eye. 

The Nystroms paid her the babysitting fee and Janie left 
with a friendly goodbye. The Nystroms readied themselves for 
the night and put their infant daughter to bed. Mr. Nystrom went 
into Sammy's bedroom to check on her and tuck her in with a 
kiss. Sammy gave him a quick kiss and rolled over to fall 
asleep. Mr. Nystrom stroked her hair and got up to leave the 
room, but thought that he smelled something peculiar on his 
daughter, however he couldn't quite put his finger on it, and 
returned to the master bedroom and his warm bed. 

A couple of weeks later, when the weather had turned 
warm, Sammy saw Janie at the neighborhood swimming pool. 
Sammy was frolicking about with her friends, splashing around 
in the pool, and trying to keep her infant sister from rambling 
into the water when she caught sight of Janie. She was sitting on 
a reclining chair, sunning herself in a jet-black bikini. Next to 
Janie was her boyfriend, whom Janie was openly flirting with by 
strumming her fingers up and down his thigh playfully. 

Sammy picked herself up out of the pool and walked to her 
mother who had a towel opened up for her to come to. Her 
mother embraced her and wrapped the towel around her. But 
nothing could soothe Sammy. She was consumed with jealousy. 

Sammy held her head low in defeat until she heard a voice 
say hello to her. She looked up and saw Janie waving at her with 
her hand cupped and motioning for her to come to her. Her 
boyfriend was still sitting next to her, but when Sammy came 
near to their table he got up and dove into the pool. Sammy sat 
next to Janie in the still warm chair her boyfriend had once 
occupied. 

"Yes," Sammy said eagerly. 

"I asked your mother if I could take you to see a movie 
tomorrow and she said yes. So do you want to see 'Alice in 
Wonderland'?" 

"Yeah." 

"Okay, well. I'll see you tomorrow then." 

"Great, goodbye," and Sammy jolted from the chair and ran 
back to her mother with her spirits lifted. 

"Why are you so happy?" Sammy's mother asked. 

"Cause I get to see a movie with Janie tomorrow." 

"Oh," and her mother laughed with pleasure. 

The next day Janie appeared at Sammy's house as she had 
promised. Sammy's mother dressed her in her favorite pink 


jumper and gave her some money for admission to the movie 
and snacks to munch on during the movie. 

"Oh no, Mrs. Nystrom, it's my treat," Janie said and insisted 
on paying for Sammy's way. 

"Are you sure?" she asked Janie. 

"Yeah. She's such a groovy girl when I sit for her she 
deserves a prize." 

"Okay," and the two were off to the theater hand in hand. 

"Janie, I'm glad you're doing this." 

"Wait till we get there, and you'll be even happier." 

The theater was close to their neighborhood so the walk to it 
was a short one. Janie paid the admission, one adult and one 
child's ticket, and the two approached the refreshments counter 
to buy some candy. Janie purchased some sour tarts and then 
told Sammy to follow her into the restroom. Janie stood by the 
sinks and primped her hair while Sammy stood next to her in 
silence. After a few minutes the ladies' room cleared of 
everyone and the two were left alone. Janie grabbed Sammy's 
hand and quickly led her into a stall. 

Janie sat on the toilet and placed Sammy on her lap. 

"What are we doing?" Sammy questioned. 

"Shhh...be quiet. Just kiss me. 

During their kissing spree Janie pulled her shirt and bra off, 
lifted Sammy's jumper up and off her head, and tightly placed 
her body next to her. They continued to kiss and probe each 
other's bodies even during the bustle of women coming to and 
fro to use the toilets next to theirs. 

"Just be quiet," Janie would whisper into Sammy's ear. 

"We're going to get caught," Sammy would worry. 

"No we're not." 

Eventually the intruders would leave and the two would be 
alone again to continue their touching, sucking and prodding. 
When the movie they were supposed to be attending completed 
and those who had seen it left the theater, Janie reluctantly and 
hastily put her clothes back on, let Sammy out of her lap, and 
helped her put her jumper back on. 

"Come on, let's go," Janie said and then clasped Sammy's 
hand into hers and walked with her calmly out of the bathroom 
and the theater and to her house. 

"That was fun," Sammy said. 

"Yeah it was, but you know not to tell anyone." 

"Sure. They wouldn't like it." 

The Nystroms were waiting for their daughter and Janie to 
return from their outing when they appeared at the doorstep. 
The door opened without them having to knock on it and Mrs. 
Nystrom's smiling face greeted them. 

"Come in Janie, she offered. 

"Oh, I'm sorry I can't, but I'll be back next weekend to 
babysit," she replied and then blew a kiss towards Sammy and 
said goodbye. 

"Bye," Sammy said. 

"So how was 'Alice in Wonderland'?" Mr. Nystrom asked 
his rambunctious daughter. 

"She was great." 



WHAT HAS TO BE DONE 

By Blophastimuss X 


We've got trouble, here on monkey planet! Trouble, dammit! 
There's too many of us apes as the media induces rape and gender 
roles and mind-control for the sole purpose of procreating and 
overpopulating the planet. These techniques were developed back 
when man's Bible instructed (rationalized to) man to replicate and 
duplicate, because whoever had the larger population would have 
the bigger, better, badder army to win wars and kick other tribes' 
asses. 

But now, under the kind direction of the Illuminati, a one- 
world government is inevitable, so the modes of human mind-control 
institutionalized and taught from the time we shit in our first 
dirty diaper are now outmoded and must be reversed. 

Renowned conspiracy author Bill Cooper, in his book "Behold A 
Pale Horse," tells of how our society inflicts the hard, rugged, 
and hence, frustrated male role on the penised variety of two- 
legged monkey, whereas the passive, sensual, be-served role is 
foisted on the female in order to keep society the way it is and 
to cause the necessary rifts betwixt the sexes to ensure never- 
ending familial unit reproduction. 

Face it, nobody likes to wear the tough, stiff, chafing, and 
rugged burlap dyed-blue and scratchy Dickies that men are forced 
to pretend to like for fear of societal scorn. Except maybe a few 
butch lesbians, although nobody really knows why. One can only 
guess role-reversal, for it surely isn't for comfort. 

Most men would rather be wearing the silk and satin, the lace 
and taffeta ruffles, but are forcibly denied this by society. 
They must passively seek the way that they really want to be and 
substitute/project this onto an anatomical female, who is forced 
to be this way, although it is the more pleasant of the two ways 
to be. His frustration is turned into an eroticism, lust, and 
erection. He penetrates the soft vagina as a substitution for the 
softness he wishes to feel inside himself, but has been constantly 
denied throughout life since childhood, when he was soundly and 
severely beaten and mentally bashed for trying on sister's [or 
mommmy's] panties, party dress, or pantyhose to masturbate the 
repressed feelings out of his system, whether it be the more male 
physical (violent) masturbation, or the more serene and ethereal 
feminine form of mental masturbation (getting wet without 
touching), after being caught by properly-socialized role- 
enforcing parents. He is told to hate what he in fact loves. 
Every human desires softness and comfort. It is inborn. 

We could use this to advantage in properly socializing future 
generations of males in the way that they naturally want to be 
socialized, and that is being feminized. 

Frustrated feminization in the male, at its worst, can lead 
to the creation of rapists. At best, the true identity is found, 
and the "drag queen," "transvestite," or "transsexual" emerges as 
a whole and complete being, the continual total state of ecstasy 
being a replacement for an occasional hate-rage frustration boner. 

Somewhere in the middle is the closet fetishist. 

The first order of business is to get feminized males 



accepted by society. The media is doing a fair job already. From 
feminized David Bowie and disco star Sylvester in the 70' s, to Boy 
George and Pete Burns in the 80's, to the current Rupaul, and 
movies such as "To Wong Foo, With Love, Julie Newmar, " the media 
is helping boys to see being the girls that they really are and 
want to be as a positive, acceptable thing. The pro-basketball 
player (Rodman, isn't it?) who admits to wearing girl garb is an 
even bigger step in the right direction, as it combines the 
commonly "masculine" physical prowess and voluntary feminization 
into one entity that can really grab hold of the typical male's 
attention: the ultimate masculine socializer of sport mixed with 
the feminizer of femme dress. 

In time, all male apparel must be eliminated, and banned, 
much as once-popular things such as action tv shows, disco music, 
and heavy-metal image were banned by the powers that dictate to 
society, such as MTV, who are doing a fine job of accepting the 
feminized male by such displays of approval as mentions of 
Wigstock and guest appearances by Rupaul on an ongoing basis. 

Rupaul is another good thing, as she is a large male. Many 
large males feel that they are "too big" to feminize, and 
reluctantly accept their role of masculine man by default. Rupaul 
throws this barrier out the window. No longer does the male have 
to be small and demure to be a first-rate femme. 

Howard Stern's recent interest in dressing how he really 
should will also attract the attention of many a "macho male," who 
live by his radio show and tv specials! 

What men really want is feminization. This is evidenced by 
the upsurge in the popularity of paid dominatrixes, who are given 
money to do what should have been allowed to happen freely and 
naturally by a healthy society. The male wants to be in a 
passive, feminized role, and this metaphorically reflects his 
desire to be dressed femme as well as totally become femme. 

What must be done, is a new dress code must be instituted in 
schools. Uniforms will be necessary. This could start by 
sneaking things into the boys' apparel, such as tights under short 
pants, with shoes with more of a "Mary Jane" cut. The short pants 
could become a unisex jumper, with shorts attached, tights worn 
underneath. The shorts would evolve into a skirt, the shoes 
getting ever more feminized, until they were exactly identical to 
those of girls. All the while, male experimentation with lipstick 
and makeup would be encouraged, just as male ear-piercing is 
today. In time, the shoes would evolve into kid-sized spike 
heels. These would cause the foot to grow in a manner so as to 
ensure that the male will forever be forced to wear high heels, 
and high heels do not look right without stockings, and oh-so- 
wrong with sweat socks or other male things. 

Ballet classes, and their foot-deforming pointe shoes would 
take over from basketball, baseball, and football and the 
orthopedically "correct" Air-Jordans. Tights, leotards, and 
bodysuits of nylon and silk would replace the t-shirt, shorts and 
jogging suit for the boys. Their feet would be constantly stuck 
in the "high-heel position" so that they could not run too fast, 
thus ending much of their violence-causing potential, and 
physically as well as mentally feminizing them. 



In time, the goal is to have both sexes dress identically, in 
high femme fashion. A tight, restrictive corset to hamper 
breathing, and hence limit violent, fierce, abrupt "masculine" 
activity, a garter belt holding up sheer, seamed black silk 
stockings, with feet encased in 5" to 7" heels. Physical females 
would be allowed to occasionally wear flat shoes or 3" heels, but 
not so the boys. 

Sexual attitudes must also be changed. Mutual oral 
copulation must be encouraged, and typical coitus must be seen as 
backwards, nonsensical, and taboo, like a throwback to the 
Neanderthal state. Bubble gum could be given a slight genital 
flavoring, which would psychologically get children ready to 
subconsciously accept this in later life. If candy tastes like 
pussy, pussy (or cock) must taste like candy! Get it? 

Why would anyone want to stick their penis in a pussy when a 
pussy tastes so good, with her cum gushing down your mouth and all 
over your face. Why would you want to waste all that sweet semen 
in your pussy, where you can't taste it, when you could feel hot 
load after delicious, sweet hot load gushing in waves down the 
back of your throat? It's like taking the maple syrup bottle and 
sticking it where the sun don't shine, rather than using it on 
your pancakes. Genitalia would have to be mentally "candified." 
The thought of penetration would have to be made to seem as 
ridiculous to the average person as sticking a Snickers bar in 
your pussy or sticking your cock into a jelly doughnut, rather 
than eating the candy bar or sweet pastry. (The love of the taste 
of human genitalia could also be used as a method to the later 
phase of cannibalism as an acceptable food source.) 

This way, heterosexuality could be contained and controlled 
in a desirable way, rather than altogether eliminated, which would 
probably be impossible, anyway. This way there would be no threat 
of a "breeders' underground," as heterosexuality could be kept out 
in the open; only its activities would be channeled by society, 
just as feminine and masculine roles now are. 

It all comes down to deterring heterosexual penetration and 
the typical socialized masculine "drive of conquest," to be 
replaced by the "feminine" want to be desired and pursued in the 
male. The old ways that have led to incessant breeding and the 
resultant overpopulation are a mental illness, and must be 
replaced by the sane "feminization" of all, as this so called 
"feminine" state, is in fact the only real HUMAN state of being. 
Men desire it, and live it vicariously (through dating, marriage, 
and objectification of women), when they deep down want to be 
"objectified" the same way themselves. A feminized, orally- 
copulating world is what is necessary. Eliminate the dual evils 
of pants and penetration. 



Wisdom 


Earth and sky 

Hear my song 

I am weary 

And the way is long 

The wind is wild 

And the waves are rough 

Give me wisdom 

Make me strong enough 

To swim that sea 

To crawl up that shore 

To breathe deep and stand 

And find out who I am 

To reach high and climb up 

To find my place 

To be 

To live my life 

To love 

And be loved 

To die 

Peacefully 

In heaven 

Above 

-Chris Korda 



